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THE “BLACKLISTED” CADET. 


COAPIERR, 41. 
SEEING THINGS. 


Clatter—rippetty—rap! 

| Bang ! 

“Hello! 

is ‘*P in kilt—clear!”” 

i ‘*Mistake, but—hold on!??. 

“Yes, stop lim!’ 

““Wi.at’s the racket?’ 

A dozen cadets—Anuapolis Naval Academny— 
rushed forward to find out. 

In a whirl and with a certain fiendish turbulence, 
battering sound aud whizzing movement were traus- 
ferred a whole flight iu half a minute. he 

Then, staring at the third landing, all saw that 
the rolling, bouncing object was human—that active 
heels, registering the swift steep descents, had 
brought out that crashing tattoo. 

Ouch!’ caine a pronounced wail, ina final flop 
to solidity. 

“¢Whatis it??? asked a dozen voices. 

“Ves, who are you?’ piped the irrepressible, in- 
quisitive tones of Nanny, smallest plebe in the mmsti- ‘ 
tution. 

‘Hurt?’ insinuated Clif Faraday, pushing him- 
self‘to the frout—a practical svimpathizer. 

The object of solicitude now sat the centre of a 
sharply-peeriug and interested ring. 

He felt over his head cautiously, and then got up, 
unhinging slowly, as if to leain if he was all right. 

“Just my feelings!’* he vouchsafed, brushing the 
dust off a cap that had some kind of an ornament or 
badge on it. 
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SEEING THINGS, 


‘This was somewhat deceptive in the Bbaclinee we 
gathering dusk, but instantly ae Nt announced : 

STS No cadet: ie . 

“A stranger,’ s0dded. Cig I say-—wliat were 
you doing here ?”? cae 

“Didu’t vou see!’? rather irritably demanded 
the moon-faced youngster, reproachfully eee: 
the stairs he had just descended: 

“Yes; but what brought you up nee in the first” 
p! oone)s . 

Borne) 3} | 3 Gab 

“Who by—oh, I see!’ said Clif, as the cap be- 
cae stationary, and he made out its badge, ‘‘you 
are a inessenger boy ?”’ - 

“Um—huh! gruuted the disgruntled urchin. 

‘‘And what was vou seut for?” 

‘*Foraday. *’ 

 Rateacdavie™? | , 

‘‘He ought to get ‘two weeks’ for that stupid 
tumble!’ chuckled Nauny’s familar spirit, Pun’kin. 

‘Why, it’s easy,’? put in Vic Rollins: “Sent with 
a message, rested, fell asleep.”? 

“Didn’ c) rather resented the young mercury, 
with dignity. 

“Come off—bet you was nodding on the top shen 
aud took a header—it’s your natural state,’’ declared 
Dismal Joy. : 

‘“Huh! you’re smart, ain’t you?’ flustered the 
urchin. ‘°*‘Well, I wasn’t!” 

‘“How did you fall, thei??? 

BE are Bek 

‘* Pushed 2°? 

vA was! 

‘fWho by ?”? 

A oir 2 

What??? 

‘Nonsense !?? ee os 

‘‘Nightinare! brain fever—jiggags!”? roared Fish- ae % 
SC cctgea anid cast an eye aloft 11] scornful paetiniey or phe 
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see THINGS. 


“Well, the idea of it!’ snorted Pun’ kin. 

Ridgely, Clif’s friend and supporter, advanced ak 
seized the romancer’s arm with a sharp business like 
jerk. 

“See here!” he observed, with briskness, ‘‘you’ve 
been having them, seeing things, dreaming. Don’t 


be funny! ‘There’s no one up there, for we were all. 


at studies. You say you were puslied ?”’ 

“T was pusht,’? solemnly asservated the messenger 
boy. 

PRs ett 

‘SA orl, 

“SR ot 

‘A girl,’? went on the urchin, steadily, ‘‘that 
looked like a—a Indian princess.’’ 

‘“And whiere is slie now ?”’ 

‘““Up there.’ 

No sooner had the saucer-eyed narrator pointed, 
than a rush was made that clogged tlie staircase 
with a struggling wedge. 

The younger spirits of the class led tlie scramble. 
They went through the fourth floor like a body of 
constabulary, and Nanny soon caime sliding the 
stairs, his face fixed with a scornful conviction. 

“Why didn’t you say.a lot of fairies??? he insinu- 
ated to the messenger boyv—‘‘just as easy!) 

‘Because there was ouly one,’ stubbornly asserted 
the lad. 

“Well; she’s opened a window and flown to tie 
nighest tree then!’’ jeered Nanny. 

“¢Shouldn’t wonder,’ answered the boy, unflinuch- 
ingly, ‘‘she looked. just that sort, for a fact—evnrte, 
pity-eved. I was looking fora room. I bobved 
aoainst her. She had a letter or bundle, as if sie 
was a messenger girl, and seemed looking, tov. 
‘Ouit shoving!’ says I. ‘G'wan! says she.’ 

‘*How ladylike!”” snorted Fislicake. 

‘*How fairylike!” commented Pun’kin. 

“Then I tumbled, and she must—must have——.”’ 


SEEING THINGS. 


**Evaporated ?’’ chuckled Renee: “Of course! 
Look here!”? | 

The little plebe burrowed his hand into the iess- 
enger bov’s shock of wool. 

He gave the messenger bov’s pate a dozen Tae: 
thimb-nail tays that made him howl, 

“Wake up!’ heurged. ‘If you don’t stop reading 
‘things’ vou’ll be seeine snakes next.” 

The inessenger boy imadde a hit at Nanny, as the 
latter sprang “himbly back, aud he mumbled dog- 
gedly:. 

“Saw her, just the same, and she pusht. me down 
them stairs!” 

Nobody believed hhim—Clif, half amused, some- 
what interested, least of all. 

‘Let up, fellows!” he directed to the crowd eager 
to have some amore fun with this lamblike victim 
which had strolled into the verv heart of their den. 
‘Business, voung snan! Who sent you here?’ 

‘*Company, of course. ”? | 

‘But ito quarters ?”? 

“Guard said I might find him here.”? 

“Find who here ?”? 

os OBE) * Mae 

The messenger boy eswued from some mystert: 
ous pocket an envelope. 

“Does he live vere?’ he asked, Nadine the mise 
sive toward the window light. 

“Oh !?? said Clif, and his eyes were opened, 

The ‘*Foraday”? allusion was illuminated. 

_ ‘Baraday,’ you meanut—'I see,’’ he said. 

That's it!?’? nodded the messenger boy; ‘‘but von 
fall down stairs and see if the o’s and a’s don’t cet 
mixed up ee noddle!”? 

> Pusht? ? blatted Pua’ kin. 

“Ves, puslit!’’ vociferated the other, testily. ‘‘And 
by a girl! And you ain’t such! Huh!” 

From a second mysterious pocket the urchin pro- 
Gunes luis pied book. | 


_ SEEING THINGS. 
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Ciif signed the book and took the letter. 

The agerieved messenger boy fixed a solema eye 
on lis railers as he retreated. 

Othink vou’re the onlyl’? he munbied. ‘SAI the 
saine, T was pusht!” | 2 

“Ho! ho!’ derided Punkin. 

“By a girl! 

Yah!” 

‘Sind you suoozers can’t see after dark, or you’d 
have found her. Oh, say!’ he added, brightening 
wp. SE torsotl” 

“What did vou forget?’ inquired credulous, sim- 
ple-minded ‘I’ rolley, the Jap. 

‘he messenger boy put his hand inside his coat as 
if he had suddenly bethouglt himself of something 
there. 

‘Want to see sometiring swell??? he inquired, as 1f 
switching around to a new tack. 

‘Why, ves,’? nodded unsuspecting Trolley, with 
frank interest. : | 

“Put a sponge—— 

SoaLectian t? 

“Tuto a pail of water!’’. : 

The episode had drifted into the commonplace—a 
Jetter delivered bv a dreamy, blundering iesseuger 
bov—and the crowd broke up. — | 

Clif ascended to fourth fluor; Vic, his room-miate, 
with lim. | 

"I'he boy was playing us??? observed Vic. 

“Oh, of course, that!’’ nodded Clif, abstractedly, 
*for dreaming.”’ 

The cadet was somewhat “curiously studying the 
siiperscription on the missive in lis hand as he. pro- 
gressed, 

Then as they eutered their apartment he observed 
half audiblv: — : 

“Twouder wlio this is frome?" ) 

‘Letter: insinuated WIG 

“Nes, » 


1» 


CLIF FARADAY’S ““‘WARD.’® 


‘*Sent by special messenger. 

‘*Soa, presumably rales tlnas a 

‘At least urgent.’? 

“We willinspect. Well!” 

Clif had tori open the envelope, and had scanned 
the few lines the enclosure held. 

In the single explosive comment he displayed al 
emphasis, half bewilderment, that at once aroused 
his chum’s most ardent curiosity. 

““What is it, Clif?’’ queried Vie. 

‘‘A letter. From agtranger.’’ 

Yes??? 

“CA Jawyer.’’ 

“In Annapolis??? 

Clif nodded assentinegly. 

‘“What does he want?’ 

‘‘He informs me that I am appointed exchubar y 

Lack Gy caueetee Naaee Pe 

‘Ai estate—that I am appointed ener Aiaat 

PR ARRE BS ie acicar coed 

“Of one ‘Tom.’ nS 

‘“Sav— 

‘fAnd he cry me to call upon him without delay, 
as he is about to leave the city.” 
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CHAPTER II. 
CLIF FARADAY’S ‘''WARD.”’ 


Queer things drifted across Clif Faraday’s path oc- 
casionally. 3 esis ; 

The letter was a surprise—the more so because 
Clif had never heard of its author before. | 

“It’s an eye-opener, isn’t it?’ observed Vic, as 
Clif handed him the missive for inspection. 
— “Decidedly,’’ acknowledged Clif... fe 

“Who is the person who signed this letter 2”? 


ue ey os esa faiths a. lawyer.” 
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CLIF FARADAY’S ‘WARD.’ 


‘“Tsee. that,’ 

‘But what kind of a lawyer I don’t kuow.’? 

aad this estate ?’’ 

‘Never heard of it before.’’ 

“Aid: this “Tony 2? 

‘Don’t know him from Adaim. 

‘Executor? guardian ?’? sat Vic, rapt, yet 
puzzled. ‘‘Clif, vou’ve been nearly everything, 
champion, leader, forlorn hope, crack sprinter, fess 
cer, but executor! guardian! for what? of whom ? 
aud why and where for ??’ 

Clif shrugged his shoulders philosophically. 

“ Suppose we find out?’’ he secested. 

The two inseparable comrades experienced all the 
zeal of earnest liunters on the trail of big game, as 
they left the grounds of the academy. 

The missive was formal, brief, vague, and they 
did not try any wild guessing. ‘ 

Simply the sender of the letter, an Annapolis law- 
yet, had advised Clif that a client had appointed him 

excutor of an estate and guardian of one Tom.”? 

‘*Prettv heavy responsibility for a cadet, eh ?’’ 
sugyvested Vic, as thev entered the street named in 
the letter heading. 

‘“Teannot fathom the source or motive of this 
mystifving affair,’’ answered Clif. 

‘There is eightv-three.”’ 

‘‘And the lawver’ S sign. ; 

‘Yes, second-story ane up, too, so some 

one there.’ : 

‘*Waiting for us.’? 

“Very probaby. Shall .——” ™ 

‘Come right with me,’ directed Clif. ‘You see,” 
‘he added, with a quizzical si:ile, ‘“T may decide to_ 
‘execute’ the estate, while vou do the euardian act 
to ‘one Tom!’ ” : os 

‘Not much!’ dissented Vic. 

‘Well, here we are.’’> 
“Come i in!¥ | 
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CLIF FARADAY’S “WARD.” 


A thin, nervous-appearing man was pacing tlie 
floor of, the office both iow entered. | , 
He seemed impatiently awaiting the person to 
whom le had sent the messenger boy, for: his peer- 
jue eye ran up and down the nattily-unifermed cadets 
ini turn as he propounded: 
“One of you Faraday ?”’ 


Clif took a suggestive step in advance of his come 
panion, 


‘Tam Faraday,’ he answered, simply. 

Vic relapsed into the background. Clif looked ex- 
pectant, as after lis swift glide the lawver began 
tumbling over a heap of papers as if in urgent haste 
to dispatch the business in hand. _ 

SEE sent yowa:- uote this evening,’ he said. 

‘*VYes?’’ assented Clif. 

‘‘Obliged for prompt attention. Have some busi- 
ness in New Vork that will Ree ine away for twa 
weeks. Alri! hereé.it- is.” 


He had nshed out a folded paper and this he hand- 


Eto Cit. 


The naval cadet flid not at once, however, proceed 
fouspeet 1. Fo" 

“Tet me understand, please——’’ hegan Clif. 

‘SAh, yes!’ rattled the lawver. “Most as wuch in 
the dark as you are, though client—hardly knew 
liim, was to call again. Dead.”? 

‘Ah! murmured Clif, seriously. 

“He must have intended to perfect matters more 


in Geta fact, was to call again, but—dead, as I 


say. a 
‘When ?”? 
““hast nicht, ”’ 


‘And who is the person ?”’ “mked Chit: 
‘The paper will tell you.” 


<a 


Clif alumost unconsciously read it aloud, and Vic 


listened, absorbed, fairly holding lis. breath. 


‘It appointed “my one _ trustworthy friend, ty and oe 
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CLIF FARALDAY’S ‘*WARD.”’ 


cra 


it nanied Clif familiarly to take charge of matters _ 
and ‘‘see to Tom’s welfare.’ | 
‘TAs hereinafter detailed,’’ the screed ran; but 
Clif understood that death had prevented the cun- 
suniation of the most important of the testator’s 
Jans. 

‘“Signed,’’ read Clif, and stopped blank with a 
surprised look. tie 

“Who? who??? fluttered the suspenseful Vic, un-— 
able to refrain from putting in an oar, whatever thie 
colsequences. ) 

~ won Ward,’ 2? read Cli): *SwWhy, sirl? tre 
cried to the lawyer in genuine astonishment, ‘‘I 
scarcely knew the centleman |! dig 

“So he informed ine,’’ calinly nodded the otlier. 

‘We were comparative strangers !”? 

‘*T understand so, but he seemed to have formed a 

high aud exclusive idea of your superior merits. ’” 

‘‘T have never seen him but once!”? 

“You found some valuables he lost, and restored 
them.’ 

“Simple honesty.’ 

‘*You saved lis life.’ 

Clif looked modest. 

‘SAt the risk of your own.”? 

Clif was silent. 

The ‘*Simon Ward”? ndme had suggested to Clifa 
vivid train of receut incideuts. 

About a mouth previous, the cadet while rowing ~ 
up the Severn river some distance from the academy 
had come across a man somewhat beyond middle age 
strugeling in its strong current. . 

It was just below a “bridge, from which Clif later 
learned Ward had wildly sprang to rescue a bag of 
valuables that had slipped from his hand over its 
rail. 

Ward, sinking for the last time, was reached by 
ie swiftly- directed boat, but in his mad struggles 

he aoa lg a it. 
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CLIF FARADAY’S ‘“‘WARD.’” 


Clif had got him out of the water. Then he 

jearned of the sunken valuables, 

He showed what real diving expertuess could do 
in a case of exigency, and he sent the man on- his 
way rejoicing—life and property both saved by lis 
own timely and heroic iterveution. 

*“Ward was stuck on vou,’’ bluntly explained the 
lawyer. ‘‘He came here dav before yesterdav. He 
paid me my fee for making out that paper. He said 
that to-day he would come in aud file details a thie 
trust.’ 

= see,’? murmured Clif, thouehtfully. 

*“Aud he didn’t. At three o’clock a neighbor of 
his drove up. He had found Ward dead in bed. My 
card was stuck up on the wall. He came/here. I 
notified vou, of course. ‘Phat is all.’? 

“int that is all, is it??? murmured Clif, half sa- 
tirically. | 

If he had been a business nan instead of a cadet 
Clif might not have resented this foisting on lim of 
a heavy responsibility. 

But as he saw the lawver’s purpose to wash lris 
hands of a matter for which he liad received his fee, 
he looked and felt dubious. | 

‘Then vou expect me to do—what, may I ask?’ 
Chf interrogated after a few moments of silent 
thought. | , — (2 

“Why, to take charge of decedent’s affairs, of - & 
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* course.’ 
“Tt do not even know where he -lives, 
lated Clif. 
**T can tell vou. easy enough.” 
And I—why,-sir, do vou realize my inexperience ? 
My cadet trammels? This is a sheer impossibility! I 
could nat give the time to the matter if I would.”? 


? expostu- 


>... —— 


~~ 


The lawver shrugeed his shoulders. 
“That is as you elect,’’ le observed, indifferently. 
“Tam going away, asi say. I have done explicitly 
what I was 5 paid for. There my pfdvince ends.’? _ 
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Clif was nettled at this exhibition of professional 
indifierence, but he subdued his emotion. 3 

‘“T suppose I will have to look into the matter, ’? 
he said, “but {shall at once shift this responsibility 
to more experienced and worthy shoulders.” 

“Ves, you can readily adjust the matter by apply- 
ing to the court,’ said the lawver, as he started to 
close his desk, and he nodded courteously to Clif, as 
if the affair was completed. 

“Hold on!’ ordered Clif sharply, ‘‘you are not 
going to leave me floundering this way ?”’ 

‘What way?” 

“Why, I know comparatively nothing about the 
matter. This estate——”’ 

“T do not know that there 1s one.”’ 

“his ward, ‘one ‘loam’?’——”?’ 

The lawyer shook his head slowly. , | 

‘Mr. BFaraday,’’ he said, ‘‘as1 told yeu, I am 
completely in the dark in this matter, knowing only 
the barest details, which I have submitted to you. 
As I take it, Ward has some property, large or small 
I cannot tell, and ‘one Tom’ he wishes you to look 
after.” ere | oes 

“But howam I going to find out what property he 
lias Jeft 2°’ aa ge 

The lawver rapidly noted afew lines on a card 
and handed it to Clif. | 

“Phat is where he lives—visit his home and in- 
vestigate. ”’ i 

‘Ves, I can do that,’’? nodded Cilf, ‘but this 
Tom??? | Rosie 

(Ves ??? eas 

“Wiio is Tom ?”? 

-“) don’t know—man, boy, dog, horse, bird, you 


have ine! I presunfe a boy, I presume a relative. - 


But it is only mere presumption, in fact.”? 

Al] right,’? announced Clif, after a moment's 
rapid figuring. ‘‘I will do what I can, I will seek 
out Mr. Ward’s home in the mor w 
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CLIF FARADAY’S “WARD.”” 
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his estate and this waid ainount to. I suppose tha 


neighbors, or some friend, or this ‘Tom, have arranged 
about the funeral ?”? 

‘SA! glad you mentioned it—lucky I thought!? 
interiupted the lawyer. “Cremation. He had pe- 
culiar ideas. Que of them was that he be cremated 
when he died.”’ 

‘*} see,’’? nodded Clif, 

_ “So, I have to-day made all arrangements to carry 
out lis wishes, and you will not be troubled on that 
score. I seut for the crematory agent, paid all bills, 
settied all details. Ward seems to have had few 
neighbors, no friends. ‘Ihe agent has attended to 
placing the body in a roam, ready prepared for tie 
crematory vehicle, which will call. to- nicht or early 
in the morning.’? | 

et bat simplifies natters, since it was “his wish,’? 
observed Clif. ‘‘Very well, sir, Shall I keep this 
docuinent2”’ 

tSurely.??’ 

**T will try and start this matter along as it should 
be. If I find I cau make some temporary atrange- 
went that would serve til your return from New 
York. ”? 

‘A queer interview !’? murmured Clif, as they des 
scended the stairs to the street. 

“A mighty striking responsibility you are taking 
ou yourself!” vociferated Vic. “1 say, Clif Faraday ! 
how are vou going to manage it?” 

“It is simple enough,’ auswered Clif. “edit: the 
morning we will go over to Melton.” 

““That is where Ward used to live.”? 

‘It seems so,’? answered Clif. ©The funeral ar= 
rangements are all provided for. I will see this ‘l'om, 
guestion him, find out about the property, the estate, 
if such exists. The commandant is my good friend. 
He will advise me, perhaps take charge of the matter 


till the lawyer returns, if I find the ‘affair too coin- 


plicated for nny humble powers.”? 
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CLIF FARADAY'S “WARD.” 


“Humble nothing!’ dissented Clif’s ardent ad- 
urirer. ‘‘I pever saw an affair you couldn't tackle 
and J don’t wonder Ward struck on you as worth 
trusting. You’re worth ten average men, Clit) Think 
of that “lawyer! Gets lis fee, drops the matter. Pl 
guarantee you'll do just what Ward fancied you 
would in this affair. ”? 

“And thattis??” 

“Vour duty !? 

Clif planned for the next morning. It was possi- 
ble to arrange for tie whole forenoon free of studies, 
if he so elected. | | 
, Time ran on faster than he thought, and ‘taps 

caught him with 10 idea that they were due for au 
hour yet. 

“In ahead of the class, anvway,’’ he soliloquized, 
preparing to teruinate studies and get ready for 
‘Tights out’? . 

HG, there?’ 

Clif came to his feet with a : bound. 

An amazingly sharp crackle stirred him like an 
— electric touch. | : 

Smash—flitter! One of the window panes weuit 
hurtling to fragments. 

An object resembling an oblong cloth bag BOE 
aeross the apartinent. 

It must have been flung with terrific force, for it 
had certainly come, clear froin the ground below. 

Spat! 

It mmet the wall with a flat, dull shock. 

Bursting, there flittered to the floor a stream of 
yellow skithering paiticles. 

— Clif Faraday instantly sprang to the window and 
looked out and down. 


CHAPTER III. 
SAND. 


**Hello, down there!’ | 
Clif had thrown up the window in a_ twinkling. 
‘He leaned far over its sill, piercing the darkness 
With probing eyes. 

Clif recognized one of the mavzines on guard. 

2 Terrence! ? he shouted down, but the seutinel, 
keeping up an unaccountable staring, reeling 1love- 
ment, suddenly gyrated out of the glare. 

Clif was out of his room, down the stairs, into the 
open air below inside of forty-five seconds. 

He reached the corner of the building ona rapid 

run, to dodge back summarily. 
oes A bavoneted gun came out, a barrier, and warded 
off further advance. 

Stiff and grim, the guard wliro held it uttered a 
oruff: 

‘‘Pliwhere’s the password !”’ 

‘Only a minute, Terrence,’’? began Clif, with 
some allazement recoguizing 11 his prim, vigilant 
“challenger the gyrating marine of the moment pre- 
vious. 

~“Not a second!’ was thie uncompromising. all- 
nounceiment. 

‘Just a peep past the corner of the building ! ae 

‘Shall I place ye under arrist!’ sternly demanded 
the Milesian. “‘Retvorn to quarthers, yell iiss 
inspection call—— Oh, Faraday, is it??’ 

The gun went down. In every rank Clif was a 
rare roval favorite. 

He instantly took avantage of thie ORES leu- 
trality. 

He took a glide past the corner and a stare all 
about tliat side of the building. 
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Then slowly, dubiously, dieapiionrteding | he started 
to retrace lis steps. 


The guard was acting queerly. ‘He did not notice 


Clif until he was directly upon hum. 


He had been brushing his cap aud the gui as well, 
as though dirt or dust were on both. 

Clif halted, and he fixed a look on the guard that 
nade hin shift glance and step alike. 

‘Thank vou, Terrence!’? he said, solemnly. 

“Don't—don’t mintion it, sor!’ ducked the per- 
turbed sentinel. ‘‘Did—did something drap from 
ver windy, now ?”’ 

‘Terrence,’ Clif said, quizzically, “‘do you ever 


dance??? 


‘Do I iver—no, sor, on juty, niver!”’ 
‘“T ask because I saw \ou.’’ 
YPliwatl” 

“Doing a two-step!’ 

‘““Pwhen ?”’ | 

“Just now.”’ 

Pwhere??? 


Clif pointed to the fatal radiance, smiled craftilp: 


lifted his indicating finger slowly aloft toward his 
shattered window. | | | 

Terrence looked guilty. He rubbed his chin and 
seemed bored. ‘Then he leaned close up to Clif. 

“Faraday,” he pronoutced, sepulchrally, ‘honor 
bright! - 

“Honor bright—whiat?’’ 

‘There’s no resisting of yez!”? 

“Oh, Pm saying nothing!” 

“But there’s a vile innuendo’ in your exprission 
that makes me onaisy! It was your windy that 
Druk?” 

‘(Was broken—ves,”’ wedded Clif. 

‘Well, I saw the dade.”’ 

S*T fancied that.’ | 

‘Tl interfared.”’ ee 
Then you can denounce the culprit?” 
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“No, I cannot. In my purpose I was defayted.”? 
“SAT 


‘Tonominiously !”? 

‘How was that?” 

‘It’s not to be told?” 

“T lock it in my breast sacredly !” 
‘And throw away the kay ?’’ 


‘Sure thing !”? 

Well, thin, I was on guard whin IT heard a notse 
aud saw a fori. Back yonder in tange of your 
windy. Drive it went. It looked like a sausage.’’ 

“(Go alead.’? 

‘Whack! it struck. Isprang to arrums,’’ 

“And the culprit?” 

“lhe coolprit dodged ime, grabbed me, spun ime 
like atop. I'd loike to know the thrick! Me gun 
-wint one way, me cap another. I had ratty resthored 
thin:, whin vou came upon the scane. 

And the window smasher escaped ?”’ 

(C7 Perhaps it was as well!’’ nodded Terrence 
slowly and significantly, fixing an insinuating look 
ou Chit: 

(Why! what do you mean, Terrence ?”’ 

“Oh, ve jewel!’ 

Terrence was getting funny, and he winked, and 
he poked Clif playfully. 

“(See here,’’ remonustrated the mystified Clif. 

“Haradav, ye area shly mon!”’ 

‘“Now, Terrence——”’ 

‘CA rare favvorite wid de Sole Six" 

“The ocntle sex !”? 

Sex it is—but six, too! They sav—fwhisper! 
—ve’re the cintre of feminine attraction at ivery 
swatty. But the blundering omadliawn I wor, not 
to see that the lady was sinding aloft a billedoo she 
had missed putting in the avening mail.”? 

Wewhiat!” 

Clif aroused to a frenzy. 


SAND. 


“In the name of commion sense!’? he vociferated, 

“what are you ever getting % att” 

‘The purty windy. sinasner |”? 

“Well ??* 

“Haven't I guessed it? <A letter, av coorse!’’ 

‘See here! a letter—for wlio ?’’ 

“You, sure V? 

“rom who??? 

“Her, av coorse!’’ 

‘Her—who?’?- 

SST he guyrtlk.”” 

“Vihat girl??? 

CL he ouyrll who smashed ye’re windy—whio 
else ?’’ 

SR}! 1)? 

Clif Faraday understood now, and Clif Faraday 
stood spellbound. 

‘The person who had broken the window was a 
girl, and Terrence fancied he had guessed ata late 
delivery of the imal. 

“Terrence,” he said, ‘‘vou'’ve been dreaming !”’ 

‘‘Raraday,”’ pronounced the sentinel, staunchly, 
“Pye not!’ 

“Tt was a giri—vou saw her: a7) 

‘Tt wasa ouvril, and I saw her!’ affirmed the guard 
positively. “But such aguyrll! She nivver run, as 
I says in me sternest, ‘Halt—ground arrums? She 
just laughed in me face, and J was that aisy of get- 
ting her that whin she made a glide, me cap, me 
eun, and mesilf danced a jig that “trhramsmoerified 
| the ilemints.’? ‘ 

Clif stood staring at the sentinel, lost in specula- 
tion and doubt. - 

Of coutse the letter idea was nonseusical—no let- 
ter had come, and Clit’s lady friends were none of 
them likely to attempt such daring invasion of acad- 
env precincts. 

“(See here, Terrence,’? said Clif, seri eael yy ‘“what 
kind ofa coke am was it?’’ 
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Terrence wriggled, as if expression was difficult. 

‘‘Raraday,’’ he said, “‘that’s a -harrud question! 
She was that purty, and that saucy, and that inde- 
pindint! She had dark eyes and dark hair, and she 
looked—she looked uncanny. Not loike the society 
euvrils. A wild rosebud, a frish shamrock, a—a— 
loike some Indian princess. ‘Arrah! I’ve found the 
exprission—that just fits it!”’ 

“Whew!” 

Chif felt is mind expand. An ‘Indian princess!’ 

Why, that was the very sentiment made use of by 
the sleepy-leaded messenger boy at dusk that even- 
Ing. 

“Terrence,” he challenged, soberly, ‘‘do you ever 
read ‘Snorkev ? ”’ 

“And who’s Snorkey ?”? 

‘*] don’t know. -J asked you.” 

‘I do not,’’ protested the marine. 

‘*That expression, ‘an Indian princess,’ where did 
you get it ?”? 

‘‘Phwere did I get it, now?’’ niuttered. Terrence, 
wool-eathering. 

‘Ever hear it applied to any girl hereabouts— 
to-dav, anv time?’ 

“Niver! I just made it np. st 

‘SAT right. There’s the officer of the day. I must 
hustle in. ‘Terrence, don’t inention this.’ 

‘“Kape moom versilf!’’ 

‘'It’s a poser!’’ soliloquized Clif as he hastened 
mito the building. 

Clif reached his room to find Vic, just arrived, 
anent tle expected last visit of the inspecting officer. 

He was standing tranfisxed in tie centre of the 
rool, staring from the shattered window to the 
bursted bag upon the floor. 

‘‘Look here!’’. he blurted.. ‘‘What’s up? I saw 
you putting down the stairs, steam-engine haste——’? 

Clif rapidiv encompassed tlie unreal hapnenines of 
the previous ten minutes in a few terse sentences. 
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® Vic looked immensely worked up and interested. 

‘CA oir]??? he murmured, ‘and looks like ‘an In- 
dian’ princess! See here, Clif, the messenger boy 
appareitly wasn’t dreaming, after all.” | 

Clif shook his head hopelessly. 

“That bag was not intended as a missile ?’? 

**T don’t know.”’ 

‘Vou see,’’ niused Vic, ‘‘she wanted to get it to 
you. She inay reallv have stolen into: the building 
when we were at study this afternoon, looking for 
your room to put the bag in. The messenger boy 
stumbled upon her, scared her. She sloped in in 
some clever way, teturned this evening, or luue 
around, made out your window—delivered the bag.’’ 

“But why the bag??? almost shouted Clif, in’ au 
exasperated way. 

‘You guess !”’ | 

“T can’t. Wiuat value, what significance, has a 
courmonu coarse old salt bag? Yes, such it is,’’ de- 
clared Clif, inspecting it,’? and——’’ 

“ Avnamel”? 

‘*Pinned on.”’ | 

‘A card, yourname. See? ‘Clif Faraday.’ ”’ 

*“T declare!’ 

“Now it’s simple! The girl was sent to deliver it. 
She’s done it, you see,’’ theorized Vic. ‘‘She’s soine 
shy, wild creature, but supple, strong and fearless, 
and she’s done what she came to do in her own pe- 
culiar and original willful way.’”’ 

“IT should say so! but the bag ??’’ 

“What did it hold ?’’ asked Vic. 

Clif gathered up a handful of the yellow grains 
that had fallen to the floor. 

‘‘Sand,’’? he announced, definitely, ‘‘plain, com- 
mon yellow sand—nothing more!” 
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CHAPTER IV. 
eS (nox 1)? 


‘fNow, then, Vic, let us understand matters.’ 

7m to come at noon ?”? 

“To Melton.”? 

‘Yo Ward’s house near the outskirts. I’ve got the 
directions all right.”? 

‘‘Unless I] return. Hey, Pun’kin! have some- 
thing?” | 

owt care 31 do:?? 

Jiemonade was bad enough for Vic Rollins, and 
therefore good enough for Pun’kin. Clif sipped his 
glass scarcely noticing what it tasted like. 

The more he thought of the girl ‘looking like an 
Indian princess,’? her apparent double appearance 
and the bag. of sand marked with his vanie,-the 
wore Clif got all at sea. | 

The girl had escaped, vanished, and the old salt 
bag told no tales. 

With the Ward affair uppermost and important in 
his mind, Clif had started out on a new day. 

Vic proposed to walk with him as far as Claxton 
Crossroads, to keep him company, aud having the 
tiine to spare. | 

Pun’kin had happened across them, He was a 
oval cuileague, and they let him trail along, 

Now they had reached the road-house marking 
tlfeir agreed-on parting place. 

They were a trifle tired, dusty and thirstv, and 
Clif had led the way to the pavilion where bicyclists 
were wont to stop fora light lunch ora glass of 
lemonade, 

‘Now this is something like!’ observed Pun’kin, 
petking up to his smartest as their order was filled 
by as pretty a young girl as one would chance across 
in a day’s travel. 


‘*TOM!’? 


“Ouite a poem in dimity and natural curls!” 
suriled Vic, indulgetutly. 

Clif was abstracted, and. he ai not particularly 
observe the briglit-faced, flashing-eyved girl, who 
daiutily set the three glasses in place without spill- 
ing a drop. 

‘SHiow is it that Ned 4s not On haud ?”’? asked 
Puu’kin. 

“He has gone tothe city,’’ answered th girl, 
with a frauk, pretty smile. “Tam just helping for 
this morning.”? =) 

There wére four sinister-looking fellows seated at 
the far end of the pavilion, One of them, a little, 
undersized fellow, just-here hammered with his glass 
on the table and the girl went to fill their wants. ; 

“She's all right!’ murmtred the impressive Pun’- 
kin. ‘Some neighboring farmer’s daughter, I sup- 
pose??? and fell to dreamily whistling, ‘‘Just Oue 
4 Gat: 

- He idly stared at the other party. Clif meantime 
cE outlined his plaus to Vie. 

He world go to the Ward place and hunt up the 
possible effects, the tangible ‘*Tom”’ the “decedent 
had left to lis charge. : 

Vic, at noon, was to join to relieve hing: as Cir- af 
cunistances might later influence. | ae 

Vic had arisen, and Pun’kin was smiling lis “ 
sweetest at the trim, active girl who was ‘‘helping,”’ 
aud who had just passed with three glasses of pop 
for the customers at the other table. 

if ‘A crash brought Clif to his feet—all three glanced 
sharply toward its source. 

One of the men at the distant table had flung its 
glass upon the floor, shattering it to a thousand 
pieces. 

‘Hey, you!’ he hailed. to the girl, ‘I said-I 
wanted something beside this rank soft stuff!” 

The virl’s eves flashed, but she said simply: 
Milk might suit Rone ao Z 
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‘‘Yes, with enough real drink to make it punch!’ 

‘“We do not keep liquor here.’ 

‘Don’t you? Hi—hear that! Temperance, el: ?”’ 
jeered the fellow. ‘‘Well, bring another glass. I 
suppose it’]l have to do, or choke!’ 

The girl made no move, but began tidying up an- 
other table. F i 

‘*Do you hear me?’’ roared the man. 

‘“Ighear,’? softly answered the girl. 

‘Then get a move on you!?? 

Tlie girl folded her arms calmly. She looked the 
big, blustering bully squarely in the eye. 

‘‘No,’? she said, simply. 

“Kh? What's that??? roared the fellow, starting 
up red-faced and ugly. 

‘Yes, why not?’ piped in the treble snarl of the 
snappish little man by lis side. 

“I don’t have to work—that’s one reason,’ said 
the girl. 

‘“Humph! My Lady Isabel!) Ho! ho!” 

‘And I don’t have to wait on loafers. Your room 
is better than your company. We don’t eater to your 
class of trade. Be off!” 

‘“‘Hoity-toity! Why, PiH——” 

“And go, quick!’ 

‘Jingo!’ cheered Pun’kin, enthusiastically. 

‘‘Good !”? muttered Vic Rollins under his breath. 

Clif’s eyes snapped with genuine admiration, 

The pavilion was a canvas roof, sustained by 
posts. 

Except where there were openings here and there 
admitting egress or entrance, a railing ran around, 

Que six-foot piece of this had become loose, and 
lay against a table. 

The girl had seized this. Her rapidity of move- 
ment was dazzling. Without another word she 

started for the four men. 

The burly braggart who had arisen and put outa 
hand as if to strike her, went over lopsided, 


bear | ‘TOM!? 


The chairs tipped, the table slid ten feet asthe ~~ 
others arose in alarm, aud tlie second sweep of the a 
timber took it, inissing thie Spry little man uarrowly 
aud sending it spinning. 

‘‘Now vou come again to disgrace a_ respectable 
place!’’ she called. ‘*Get out—stay out!”? 8 
She ran the last ian off the platform, dropped the 


timber, aud turning smiled calmiy toward the three 

cadets, whose friendly sentiments were manifested in ) 

a general forward movenient to her assistance. ee 
‘that’s the way!’’ she nodded and beamed. ae 
‘It is, sis, and you beat them all!’’? enthused Pun’- 

kin. ‘*You are—— Look out!’ 


‘Now, then, you little tigress!’’ 

The sumall man had glided to the edge of tlie plat- 
form where, balancing herself, botii hands stretched 
half behind her, the fearless girl held the fort. 

He had grabbed in one great handful her long, 
luxuriant mass of curls, reaching nearly to her 
waist. 2 

Pulling her back, through sheer pain he held her ES 
heipless, half pitched over the cutting timber. 
~ “Quick, Jake!’’ he called to one of his compan- 
ions—‘‘sharp kuife! I?ll clip this spitfire’s beauty !’’ 

“Leave her be —save trouble.’ 

“<The knife, I say!’ : 

‘You ruffian!’’ , 

‘*Glorious Clif!’ 

‘*Drop that!’ | 

The little nan dropped himself. Neither Vic nor 
Pun’kin saw exactly how Clif did it, he was so 
quick; but in a flash he had reached the rail. 

In a whirl he was over it, the girl was free, Clit 
had the man on the ground. 

Be — **Wanted!’’ spoke Pun’kin, doughtily, making a 

| slide to follow, just here, 

The three big ruffans were making a rush for << 
ae Clif; tle girl ran for the piece of scautling to return on 
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Up sprang the little fellow, foaming with fury. 
‘He gave Ininself a reckless fling toward Clif. 

Clif dodged, put out a foot—his antagonist took 
iis second tumble and then an extraordinay scene 

“~. transpired. 
Seizing him by the feet before he could get up, 
Clif essaved a drag that enced in a swing. 

A double momentum kept up, Clif advanced on 
the obstreperous tliree. 

One le mowed down with a terific knock from the 
flying head of lis helpless liuiman sling. 

‘'lhere was a sliriek of agony as a second was bent 
double and sent prostrate, breathless. 

Fire in his eye, energy in every muscle play, Clif 
drove back the stumbling, frightened ruffiaus. 

Then he let go the fir:nly-pinioned heels—his hu- 
man flail went spinning into the dust of the high- 
way. 

Appalled, the three fellows picked up their 
bruised and wounded comrade, 

A wagon was coming down the road containing 
two farmers, and the force of superior nuinbers and 
Clif’s plucky assault decided them. . ; 

‘Come again!’ invited the girl on the platform, 
satirically. 

‘‘Hurrali for Faraday!’ shrieked the irrepressible 
Pun’kin, springing to a rail and waving his cap in a 
furor of deliglit. 

* “Faraday !’’ repeated the foreniost of the four 
= mien, halting as if shot. 
ee ‘‘ Faraday !’’ echoed the used-up little fellow, star- 
be: ing at Clif with a palpitating thrill. 

‘Faraday !’’ mouthed the other two of the group, 
exchanging glances in a startled, knowing kind of a 
Way. 

And ‘'Faraday!’? gasped the girl, heroine of the 
occasion, in marked excitement and wonder. 

‘Hold on, sis, you deserve a reception!*” began 
Pun’ kin. | ) me 
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But the girl had glided away at the utterance of 
Clif’s name, and disappeared at the house entiance 
letting onto the pavilion befcre they could any of 
them halt her. 
+ The wagou drove up in a cloud of dust, and two 
. noisy farmers stamped upon the platform calling 
@ briskly for a bow] of bread and milk. i 

The four ruffans had found security in shelter or 

flight, and were uo longer to be seen. 

‘Well, fel!ows, she was plucky!’ observed Clif. 

‘‘No nousense about her!’ adunitted Vic. 

‘Hold on, won’t you—a minute or two??? pleaded 
| Pun’kin, looking longing and flustered as_ he pre- 
ni tended to adjust a troublesome shoe lace. 
**Hit!? winked Vic to Clif, | 
Pun’kin heard, but tried desperately to look inno- 
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He watched the house entrance, and his face fell | 
as the portly owner of the place appeared to serve § 
the tarimers. x A. 


Clif lad started away, and Vic with him, 
— Pun’kin made a bold advance and addressed _ her. 
nm Tell you what,’ he said very earnestly, rejoining 
the others a minute later, ‘*I’d like to know if that 
ruffan hurt the girl.’? 


“Of course he didn’t hurt her,’’ dissented Vic. 
‘Didu’t you see that Clif attended to it that she got 
nothing worse than a slight hair-pulling ?”’ 

‘Well, anyway,’’ blustered Pun’kin, ‘‘we’d ought 
to know whio she is!”’ 

“Why ?? smiled Clif, bluntly and tantalizingly, _ 

Ch, because—you see—well!’? flushed Pun’kin, : 
**T like pluck, and I’d like to see that girl again!”’ 

“Who is she??? inquired Clif. 

‘*Don’t know.” 

“The landlady must.’ nee 

‘*No, she says she is a stranger—lives somewhere 
down Melton ber and belted right after she went. 
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back into the house. She just agreed to look after 
things here this morning for her breakfast.” 

‘*And she’s gone.’ 

That's what she -says.’’ 

* When Puu’kin came out into the road he scanned 
it longingly in the direction of Melton, but the girl 
had taken some other than the public course, it was 
apparent. 

“Took out for those four fellows, Clif,’’? warned 
Vic. | 

“They went another way; but I will.’’ 

“Did you hear them repeat your uame?’’ inquired 
Vic; ‘‘sort of acted as if thev were startled.”’ 

“Oh, I guess not,"’ said Clif, indifferently. 

‘And the girl, too!’’ suggested Pun’kin. ‘*Tell 
you, fellows, she acted as if she was lut with a bul- 
let when she heard it. ‘Try and find out who slie is, 
Clif,’’ appealed the fat plebe. ‘‘You see, her repeat- 
ing your name does sound sinister.”’ 

‘Awful anxious about me, ain’t you, Pun’kin!’- 
laughed Clif. ‘‘Well, I'll not forget. So-long”’ 

Vic and Pun’kin turned back in the direction of 
the distant academy. > 

Clif pursued his way toward Melton. 


It was two miles ahead, and he made a leisurely 
tramp of it. ; 

The directions he had received Cicagh the Annapolis 
lawyer, followed out, finally brought him in sight of 
an old tree-nestled house on the edge of the town 
that he decided to be the point he had in view. 

An inquiry at the nearest house settled Clif’s con- 
viction. | 

Here lived the man who had informed the lawyer. 
of Wards’ death. 

His wife stated that Ward had been very ii 
reticent and-unfriendly. 

Some men had been there that day from the crem- 


atory, and were to take the remains away that evens ee ote 


— e wae a ‘ 
7, ‘ “4 pp S 2 an 
it att ae ay 
; haf i . hurl ta! Se 
apt fk ee i 


nt oh -, Mie a i et eg Te ery 
2 ue at Lae s Setar a aloe vy 


“TOM cae 


ing or in the morning, and there would he no fu- 
neral. ) 

A sick child called the mother back into the house 
before Clif could press inquiry concerning the mys- 
terious ‘‘’l’om,’? 

He started on, and entered the unguarded gate- 
way leading into the grass-ovegrown frout yard of 
the old house. 

Clif knocked at the front door. Noone wenener 
He went around to the rear door. 

It was half open, and peering through the aperture 
Clif gave a decided start. 

A girlish form was busy ata table, packing some 
clothing and other atticles into an old gTip. 

Clif conld not repress a wondering, cored 

**Hello!” 

The girl turned with a jump, but instantly her 
startled face broke into a smile. 

‘““Why!? she began, somewhat staimmeringly, 
ard paused as if searching for words not ‘coming 
readily. 

‘“*You are the young lady I met at the cross- 
roads ?’’ spoke Clif in surprise. 

” Yes, ] ain that girl,’? she responded, frankly. 

“What are you doing’ here ??” 

“Well, I—half belong here, 

‘‘Do you, indeed!’ murmured Clif. ‘Phen you 
knew the man who lived here—and died ?”? 

‘Mr. Ward? Yes.” 

“Tam glad of that. You can give me some infor- 
mation. I want to learn something about his affairs.’? 

The girl began to shake her head ‘slowly—almost 
suspiciously, Clif fancied. 

‘‘And,’’ pursted the latter, ‘particularly about a 
person named Tom.’ ef 

“Oh! cried the girl, with charming frankness, 
causing Chi Faraday the rarest surprise “of his life — 
“Tam Tom! en | 
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A WEIRD RECITAL. 


CHAPTER V._ 
A WEIRD re 


‘“Vou!’’ cried Clif Faraday, inarveling. 

“Tam ‘Tom,’? nodded and beamed the pretty girl 
coufronting hin; | 

Clif looked astounded, dismayed. 

This remarkable development i in the eccentricities 
of the dead Mr. Ward he had never dreamed of in 
the wildest flights of his imgination. 

It would have been something of a responsibility 
to look after the Tom Clif had pictured; some callow 
youth, readily placed in the hands of relative, friend 
or ncighbor. 

But—a eirl! anda girl, as had been proven, with 
a rare, plucky mind of her own—that was au entirely 
different atter. 

Yet, surely, the naval cadet stood facing ‘‘his 
ward,” ‘‘his charge,’’? and Clif waded in a distress- 
ing taugle of perplexities. 

“What of it??? murmured the latter, sweet]v—so 
sweetly, and with those big biue eves fixed so stead- 
fastly and candidly upon him, that Clif felt iiore 
flustered than ever. 

““Well,’? le stuimbled—‘‘you see, Tom is a boy’s 
name.’’ 

‘Oh, mine is Tomasine,’’ 

“fT see.” 

““And they call me Tom for short.’? 

CAT)! 19) 

- ‘‘And—why du you ask, Mr. Faraday, for that is 
your nate, isn’t it??? 

‘Yes, my name is Faraday, admitted Clif. “You 
understand, in otler words, Miss, Miss——”? 

“Ohi, To:n!'? assisted the pretty sprite, with a 
careless tumble of her magnificent Curis. 
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— “Well, then—Miss ‘T'om,’” said Clif, “Iam your ag 

guardian.’ 4 
““What!’’ cried the girl. oe 
“Yes,’? nodded Clif, ‘‘the law, that is, Mr. 5 

Ward, appointed me. Don’t be frightened. It is 

oulv a form.”? ; 

A gush of silvery laughter drove all the evanes- 

cent wonder from the fair face. 

‘'Frightened ??? she cried, ‘‘and at you? Why! 
you have been my best friend. Don’t you know 
that?’ 

In charming prettiness she put out her hand and 
clasped Clif’s own, and her eyes looked trustfully up 
into those of the brave naval cadet who had so re- 
cently shown his grit in her defense. 

_ “Now, then,’’ she said, putting out two chairs, 
‘sit dowu—tell me all about it.’ ° 

The naval cadet told his story clearly. There. ~ j 
sponsive face before him was the playground of vivid - 
emotions as he continued his narration. ) 

st fell to sadness as reference was made to Mr. 
Ward; it dimpled to a smile, and she could not ree 
strain a burst of puzzling laughter, as Clif concluded. 
He could hardly analyze her strange merriment. 

‘You seem amused??? he said, with a little stiff- ~ 

ness and dignity. | ; 

“Don’t be grim, now!’’ she pleaded. ‘If I had 
only known about you and that paper and the guard- 
jlanship before!” 

**Didnu’t you??? 

**Not a word.’? 

‘Won't you explain ?”? 


‘Why, I must, or else how will vou know who 
@ vearly scared that messencer hoy to death ?”? 
‘“Eh?? fairly shouted Clif. 
‘And who threw that bag of sand through your 
window.’ 


“What!? 
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Clif arose to his feet in ainaze of excited bewilder- 
nent. 

‘*It was you’’ he cried. 

“It was imie,’? nodded. the little beauty.- ‘‘Was I 
naughty? Then listen: Mx. Ward was my mother’s 
half brother.’ 

eV ee. ; ; | 

“We lived in Arkausas—in a part where the girls 
hunt pauthers and bears aud sometimes chop wood, 
as well as 20 to school.’’ 

* I don’t doubt it!’ assured Clif. 

‘“My father. died a good imauy. years agc, my 
mother last montli,’’ 

‘You lad uo brothers or sisters??? questioned 
Clif, interestedlv. 

‘‘Nota relative left in the world, except Mr 
Ward.” 

*f And hie ?’’ BERS ioses 

*‘Sent for me wnen I wrote. I had just money 
enough to get here.’’ 

When ?’?’ 

‘*Three days ago.’’ 

Then you was with him when he died?’ 

‘*No, I was not, and I will tell vou how it was,’? 
pursued Tom. ‘‘My mother, it seems, some years ago 
allowed Mr. Ward to collect and use quite a sum of 
monev belonging to them joiutly.’’ 

**f understand,’’ bowed Clif. 

‘*So, when I got here Mr. Ward told me that I 
had a right to expect that le would take care of. me 
—that I should be lis heiress.’’ 

‘“To—to what?’’ insinuated Cif, gently, but witha 
‘comprehensive and significant elauce all about the 
bare, ¢cliil] room. 

‘‘He intended to tell me, but he died before do- 
ing so. ‘l'wo days ago he told me that he was not 
feeling very well, and that he intended to see a law- 
ver about lis affairs. He sent me on a strange er- 
rand. I was to go toa place he described—such a 
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wild eyrie place! Away among the rocks, ssme 
thirty miles from here, and get a bag full of sand.” 

Clif began to wonder if the girl, himself, all con- 
cerned, were taking part in some visionary or Alad- 
din- hike circumstance. 

‘“‘T went—I had a hard time finding it, I tell vou! 
I brought back the bag full of sand vesterday orn- 
mg, but to find Mr. Ward dead. There it is,“ upon 
that shelt.”? | 

‘Then it was not this one that you flung through 
the window of my room??? murmured Clif. 

The girl shook her head negatively. 

‘Tam coming to that. The neighbor here told me 
he had notified a lawyer in the citv of Mr. Ward’s 
death. ‘he same man came and said he was to be 
cremated. ‘There was to be no funeral. I searched 
the house for papers and the like. I found none, and 
Timade up my mind that I was left homeless and 
friendless once more, and that Mr. Ward: was a ‘poor, 
visionary dreamer.’ 

‘And then??? murmured Clif, infinitely touched 
by the simple, practica! bearing of this rare child of 
nature. 

*‘T found a bag with your name on it—I could not 
make out what it might mean, but I somehow 
thought it ought to be sent to you. %I—took it, de- 
livered nee 

“Tn an original way!’’ smiled Chf.- 

“Oh! I was sort of shy about going among so 
many people. I got into the building, searched. for 
your room, got frightened at the crowd, lid, stole 
away. and——.°’ 

‘Delivered the bag through my room window, 
and, incidentally, tipped over the guard later on!”? 

Tom smiled arclhly. 

‘There was no other way,’’ she murmured, apolo- 
getically ‘‘I was hunerv this Morning, for there 
was nothing here to eat.. I went to the ‘roatk house, 
They offered fie all I 
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could eat, but Iam used to earning what I need, 


NIG <a? 


‘You got scared at liearing my naime,’’ intimated 
Clif. 

“Oh, dear, no! only bothered. I came home to 
leave for good, for some city where q could find jots 
of work. My head was aching, thinking of all the 
queer ways of Mr. Ward and his funny bags of 
sand.’’ 

‘“A peculiar story!’’ commented Clif, thoughit- 
fully. 

“Aud now you know all I know,’’ suggested Miss 
Tou. : 

“Ves; and put with all that I know, it isn’t much 
that is clear or guiding,’’ declared Clif. 

‘Aud now Iam your ward, you say,’’ proposed 
Miss ‘Tom, bluntly, ‘‘aud what are you going todo 
with me??? | 

‘'I will tell you,’’ said the cadet very seriously, as 
he looked up into the fine, self-reliant face more curi- 
ous than anxious, ‘‘I have some lady friends in An- 
napolis.’? 

Yes??? murmured Miss Tom. 

‘‘A Miss Bessie Stuart, a Miss Tess Herndon, her 
aunt, you shall come to them, Meantime, I will 
hunt more diligently for papers, money, than you 
could possibly have done.”? 

‘Yes?’ again acceded his companion. 

“Then, if nothing develops here, why, being ina 
measure respousible for you——?’? 

“A good friend!" 

‘A good friend, among us all we shall learn the 
best wav to start out in the world one of thie bravest, 
pluckiest girls [ have ever known!” 

He arose to lis feet, as he said: 

‘Finish packing up, Miss ‘om, and we will go to 
the friends I speak of right awev.”? 

‘And you will come back here??? 
‘We will make a thorough search of the house he- 
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ee fore nightfall,’? promised Clif. ‘‘Who knows what 
Pe. we may find? Mr. Ward did not strike me as an en- 
a thusiast.’? 

‘‘He told me surely that I would be a very, very 
ricl) heiress. ’? tf 


*©And never hinted how ?”’ 

*‘VYes;I recall two peculiar expressions, ’’ alle 
swered thie girl. 

‘‘What were they ?”’ + 

*“He said when he made his Gnal arrangements, it 
would mean ‘a million a minute.’ ’’ 

Clif looked dubious. 


. ‘‘He said that he had ‘a gold mine in the air.’ ”? 
' This sounded more erratic than ever. 
‘“T will carefully hunt for a clew,’’ said Clif, “but 
I fear——”’ 
He did not complete the sentence. 
A sharp cry from his girl companion, who was 
facing the door, interrupted. 
‘There was a heavy iron poker lying beside the 
stove in tlre room. 
With a dart magically rapid she possessed herself 
of tivs. 
Then she sprang directly in front of the astonished 
Clif, and cried in ringing, thrilling tones; 
“Come on!’? 
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CHAPTER VI. 
‘‘OUT FOR SPOILS.”? 


“What do you see?’’ cried Clif. 
He tried to step beyoud his would-be defender—to 
get in range to see. 
> “Ne!” urged Miss Tom, positively, gently but 
firmly pressing Clif back aud keeping i in front of kim. 
**But some oue——”? 
**Here they are!’? 


“OUT FOR SPOILS.” 

‘*Here we are, for a fact!’ chorused a great, gruff 
voice. ‘‘ Now, missy—-—-”’ 

Wlhiz—whop! 

‘Pll take a hand!’ cried Chf, as the poker de- 
scribed a swop, and the foremost of an onrushing 
group staggered with a yell. 

‘Lo Clif? Ss surprise they were the four men who had 
scored so disastrous a defeat at_ the road-louse pa- 
vilion. 

In the suspicious alacrity of the group in hunting 
down the girl, Clif traced only rufhanly resentment. 

As he saw one of the four raise a long-handled hoe 
aud another a metal well-hook, Clif read the reck- 
less, sanguluary instincts of the crowd, and divined 
that it was higlr time to act. 

The girl flashed the poker, deft, nervy and active 
as.an expert at tle fencing sword. 

The biggest of the two rufhans in advance was 
knocked flat—his companion, wringing a handful of 
half-broken fingers like a person nursing a frozen. 
mlemiber, darted aside fairly beaten back hy the slash- 
ing power of the never-resting poker. 

The two behind Chf saw at once, however, were 
tle oues to fear. 

They had the advantage of long range and the one 
with the hoe made a swoop at the girl as he would 
if intent on chopping off a cabbage head. 

‘*Take this!” panted ‘Tomasine, transferring the 
poker to her companion’s ‘grasp. 

‘‘Now Iam mad!’ she said, simply, and slid for 
the stove. 

There were four flatirons on top of it. Her hands 
flew—it was almost a juggling act. 

One, two, three—whiz! slue! bang! Four—a 
frightful seream rang from the lips of ‘the man witli 
the hook. 

~ He dropped his weapon and whirled like a crazed 
Savage-—spun round and round, holding his head as 
if it had been cracked open. 


oles 
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Clif felt that the day waxwon. He dropped the 

poker to reach for the abandoned iron hook. | 
Now the man with the hoe hurled at him, and. he. 
nade a cut witli lis weapon. 

It escaped Clif’s fori, but caught in behind. the 
knee. 

‘The manu gave a jerk and Clif’s stooping~ posture 
helped the forward slinging dive the pull made him. Be 
take. “a 

He missed the hook and he went sprawling and oo: 
jumping brutally right square upon the stall of his 
back, his conqueror raised the hoe. 

“Stir, aud I chop!’ oe ; 

Clif squirmed, nevertheless. 

“Chop, and you dou’t stir!”’ Bf 

“You monster!’’ screamed Tomasine. ‘: 

Her eyes on fire, slie made a dart tu Clif’s rescue. 

‘*No, ye don’t!” , 

“Rasy does it, missy !’” 2 

“Oh! oh! oh!” & 


‘“Hysterics don’t count!’ : 
‘*Nohow!?? 
“Hal hal? | ae 
“Murder—whocf! wow, you + is you. wild- + 


cat! She’s-pizen!’’ 


Springing toward Clif, there lad arisen in the 
girl’s path the two men she had half-downed, 
A barrier doubly kuife-guarded presented, but she 


fearlessly battled to prevent what she feared. was ad 
Clif’s death blow. Hl 

Seized about the waist by oneof the wen, she beat “a 
out at the other. ) a 


His face was a sight as he got beyond range. Mad- 
dened, he nearly wienched the dainty wrists out of a 
joint as he whipped a coarse large neck handkerchief | 
° about them. 
“Tet go!’ he directed his companion, and flung 
the girl as he would a cat over into a corner wherea 
broken propped-up rocker received her. 
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“6VYou!’’ he grated to tlre victim of the flat iron. 

It was the small man whom Clif had utilized dur- 
ing the road-house fracas as a liuman flail. 

Que eye in mourning, the frigitfully battered mis- 
creant picked up lis dropped well-hook. 

“Tf that girl tries to budge—she can’t fight, I’ve 
trimmed her claws—tap her, aud tap her hard!” 

“Won't I!’ growled the hate-filled wretch, and 
took up a position guarding gir: and corner. 

Clif was pounced upon. A clothes line hung ona 
nail near the door. 

When they had got him as they wanted him, they 
lifted him over to where a long box answered as a 
settee: 

The big fellow who had led the attack now as- 
sumed a dictatorial air that was significant. 

He darted outside and looked towards the nearest 
house, about the place, closed the door and an open 
window, and kicking a chair into the middle of the 
room plumped himself down into it. 

Clif glanced at his fearless comrade in peril. Her 
hands were bruised aud red where they had been 
cruelly pawed over, and lay helpless'y tied in her lap. 

But her eves, her expressive face, every vivid pulse 
fluttering, told of imental activity still on the highest 
plane of energy. 

Clif wondered what the men intended to do with 
thei. 

Of course smarting resentment had sent them on 
the trail of their road-house antagonists—to punish, 
to ‘‘payv back.’’ 

Clif expected a tirade from the evident chief of the 
coterie seated in the chair in the middle of the room. 

His surprise was tremendous at the man’s first 
words, for he said: 

“Girl, I take possession here, and you come to 
terns, and behave vourself like a lady, or I'll soon 
put you whiere the dogs won’t bite you.”? 

‘What! what!’ began Clif. | 


‘THE BAG OF SAND 


‘‘You take possession,’’ uttered Tomasine, scorn- 
fullv. | | 
cc do.”? ; - 
“OF what??? | | 
“The effects of the late Simon Ward, real and per- 5 
soual.’’ a 
Clif experienced a ‘profound. sentiment of dismay 
aud dread, 
These men were not simply highway roysterers. 
. They had come to the spot with a purpose far be- 
youd simple resentinent. 
. Accidentally they had run aparates to Clif and 
ES Tomasine at the road-house. 
| ‘You see,’’ continued the man, ‘‘I didn’t know 
who you was, back at that pavilion—that young aan 
fellow I’d heard of as a favorite with old Ward. We 
didn’t calculate on vour being here. Fortunately we x 
overheard all you said, lingering outside there.’’ 4 
‘What of it?’? demanded the girl, practically. : 
“This of it: We kuow where we stand and where és 
you stand. It’s saved adeal oi explanation. You 
claim te be Ward’s heiress. This perky cadet claims 
to be your guardian. I copper both aces and call the 
turn on the deal, for there’s the document showing | 
that Simon Ward was my partner, aud as such, and iM 
knowing my richts, I claim part and parcel of all 
his visible effects.” 
‘“There are no effects,’’ said Tomasine, curtlv. 
‘fAli! so?” jibed the ruffan with a self-confident 
siiile. ‘* Then we'll have to find some—see?’? 
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CHAPTER: Vii. 
THE BAG OF SAND. 
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| Clif lay helpless, but his neti ig aroused magi- 
ey cally. 
| | :t was easy to figure out this new couiplication in 
affairs. 
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The alleged partner of dead Siinon Ward, possibly 
some former casual acquaintance—had got wind of 
his doings and death. | 

But that the man’s claim was a mere shadow, his 
words and actions convineed Clif at once. 

‘*This here paper,’’ he said, tapping the document 
he had produced, ‘‘shows that me and Ward made-an 
arrangement to share and share alike years ago. A 

‘ophat isn’t now!’ said Tomasine: 

‘““Tmakeit now! Mv old partuer ain’t going to 
get into the hands of wolves while I’m around. I’m 
pizen on wolves!’’? and he glared at Clif. ‘‘Like- 
ways, I’m plain-spoken. You see, girl, I happen to 
know that my old partuer was working out the big- 
gest kind of a speck down hiere.”? 

‘fA gold mine in the air?’’? half scornfully sug- 
gested ‘the girl. 

‘Something rich *? 

‘A imillion a minute scheme!’ 

“*Did he say that ?’’ 

Tomasine was silent. 

‘You see, fellows,’? spoke the man, eagerly, stim- 
ulated by the opulent expressions. 

“Oh! there’s something here worth ferreting out, 
of that I’m sure,’’ nodded another. 

‘‘Now, girl,’’ proceeded the first speaker, ‘‘I don’t 
dispute your claim here. You’re heiress. But Rim 
partner. We pull together, or there’s a busted har.. 
ness.’ 


_ ‘‘Mister,’’? said Tomasine, promptly, “it will be 
a runaway.’ 


‘VY ow balk? 

“I believe you are a villain and an_ imposter. 
There is nothing here forall your trouble. I tell vou 
Mr. Ward wasa_ poor visionary. But if there was 
millions, I would sink them all before you should 
get any, and if JT could have billions helping you in 
your batt, false schemes, I would say what I say now : 
I won’t do a thing to further your plans.”? 
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The man looked mad, blank, s:vage. 
“Vou won't?” he hissed. | | 
In a pretty, FE BETO, positive way ‘Toimasine 
shook her head. 

‘Just one thing: Stav here quietly as the ward of 
your uncle’s old partner till | ake you sich,’’ went 


ou the man. = 
“Didn't you hear me ?”’ a 

. . exes} a 

‘And just one thing more,’’? pursued the fellow ae 


vetv auxiously. ‘lake me to the place that you was sat 
just telling this cadet about. ‘To the, place,’’ con- aM 
tinued the man, and his words came fluttering and ay 
quick—‘‘to the place where you was sent by “Ward | if 
to get that bag of sand!?’ f 
The man pointed tothe bag onthe shelf as he at 
spoke, and lis indicating finger trembled. a 
The girl’s glance ran thither. Then her eyes met of 
those of Clif. a 
Her own flashed strangelv. At the same moment ag 
it seeined, the idea just suggested to Clif had bene y 
transferred. infused, to her ‘mind. | oe 
It was this: That these intruders hada clearer 


inkling of Ward’s estate than themselves, and that 
the bag of sand had a sure, important bearing on the 
secret of lis wealth, if such reallv existed. 

The girl fixed a clear, steady look on the face of 
the last speaker, who evidenced deep suspense as to 
her reply to lis last proposition. 

‘You can’t be trusted, vou can’t tell the truth 
or deal lhouestlv. I don’t deal with vou. I'll not stay 
here unless I have to and can’t help myself. I'll 
never show you where I got that sand, if you keep 
me here till my dving day. There!? 

“She means it!” ground out the man, and he 
looked as if he would like to strike her senseless. 

“Tf we don’t find that out——’’ beean another. 

“We've got to! we will! we must!’ shouted the 
big fellow in a transport of rage and resolution. 
= Come, search !”? | 
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THE BAG OF SAND. 


**She’s searclied.”’ 

‘Ralica gir!” 

“But what a girl!’ | 3 

“1°l] train her down before I’m through with 
her!” 

Vou ll] have a noisy time doing it!’’ calmly re- 
torted the undaunted Tomasine. ‘*‘Mv folks are the 
kind that can die singing the ‘Star Spangled Banner,’ 
siniling over a red- hot stove, for the sake of a princi- 
sle:*? 

The four men were terribly put out. They had 
caught a tartar—they realized it. The girl meant 
every word she said, and looked it. 

**Patierice—search !”’ 

Two of the men took a look around the room. 
They made a cursory inspection of shelves and acup- 
board. 

**’Pake the whole house, just a preliminary scout. 
Get the outlook. Later, when the girl comes to-rea- 
son, or nlakes it necessary for us to lock her up 
where she won’t ramble in a hurry, we will pull the 
old ruin to pieces; but we’ll unearth some scrap, 
some hint,’’ said the leader of the crowd. 

‘This door is locked.”’ Z 

‘‘And this.” 

The two men reported, coming in turn to doors 
that failed to give. 

The big ian looked at the girl. | 
‘Where’s the keys?’ he demanded, savagely. 

Tomasine daintily shrugged her shoulders. 

“Want them ?’’ she insinuated. 

“*Yes, we do.”? 

“Then take off this horrid greasy muffler from my 
hands; I won’t get them clean in a month!’ 

“Do it, and watcl) her,’’ was directed. 

Tomasine, freed, walked to the cupboard, reached 

in, and brought out a bunch of keys. 

“There j is the key to that door,” she said, indi- 

cating. 


THE BAG OF SAND. 
One of Jie men started for the portal in question. 
Clif, noticing everything, observed the girl’s color 

heighten. Her lips fluttered as slie followed the man 
with her eyes. 

He set the key in the lock and heturned the 
knob, but’ recoiled with a startled cry, for the door 
was borne back suddenly. <a) 

A great klack, bearlike object flashed into view. e 

From ‘l'omasine’s lips came a sharp, significant 2 — 
hail. In a second’s time there was a comnnotion that = 
mmade Clif’s head spin. « At 

The intruder was an immefise dog, hungry, an 
bristling, shut up for days, and, it Seemed, knew a 
friend from foe. 

Without hesitating it made a spring for the in- 
truders one after the other, snapping, overpowering, t 
inixing them up a confused, battling coterie, the girl Pl 
encouraging with low but emphatic words that the 

- animal seemed to understand. 

A knife slipped to the floor from the grasp of one “ 
of the ruffians. At the risk of catching the swooping - 
blade of another ‘'omasine drooped for it, seized it. : 

Over to Clif’s side she glided. She slashed at lis 
bonds, pulled him up, free, turned to defend. 

It was vain. The dog, with a feeble wail, lay, its 
windpipe severed, convulsing on thie floor. 

Disarined and dragged back, Tomasine was bound 
helpless, this time. 

Two oftté men had jerked Clif to his feet, and 

LW ing the orders of their leader. 

‘We'll settle this!” panted the latter ferociously. 
‘These two are bound to defy us. All right. As to 
the girl, let her keep mum! We’ll find out alone. 
But she shan’t tattle Lucky we know Masury. 

- He’ll cage her strong.’’ 

‘That’s the go, is it??? propounded an underling, 

-- #1 “Thats the gor’? ‘ 

‘And this one???’ 
‘*The cadet ?”’ 
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THE BAG OF SAND. 


(SVeas ?? 

The man went to the door through which the dog 
had sprung. 

His footsteps echoed out into the back room slow 
and cautious. Then he struck a match as though he 
was in the dark. He came out looking a ‘Tittle 
shaken. « 

“Teave him inthere fora spell, but light that 
lantern vonder,’’ he directed. ‘The room is black 
as pitch. Tie him sound, gag him safe. He’s got to 
be squelched. How, we’ll guess after we’ve put thie 
girl where she can’t talk.’’ 

Clif was forced into the next’ room. The nren 
brought a lantern. 

It was unfurnished, but over on the floor of a little 
alcove on a mattress under a sheet showed the out- 
lines of a human form. 

It was that of Ward, awaiting the arrival of the 
cremlatory men, Clif doubted not. 

vids BT, ig observed one of the two men to thie other. 
about to twist a rope about Clif’s arms, but pausing 
abruptly, ‘‘wherever we take him and whoever sees 
him, that, it strikes me, should be kept in the back- 
eroutrd.’’ 


“Phe uniform 2?’ 


‘People must be generally friendly to that here- 
abouts ?”’ 


‘Then——’? F sry 

“Strip it off !?’ 7. 

Clif was subjected to some rough treatment and lie 
could not help himself. 

His uniform was rudely torn from him. Then he 
was tied till he could nat move a muscle. 

A gag was tlirust between his lips, and knotted to 
a painful point of tension behind his ears. 

Then doors opened, closed, and all was silent. 


Clif lay in a dreary kind af a doze for fully an 
hour longer. 
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THE KNELL OF DOOM. 


welcome sound. 


Soine one was speaking, some one was calling his 


Nae. 


It echoed. indistinctly and hollow through the 


chill, dark room: 
“Mr. Faraday—Mr. Faraday!’ 


CHAPTER VIII. 
THE K.NELL OF DOOM. 


Clif strained his hearing keenly. Soon he made 
out the source of the hail. 

Its muffled, difficult accents convinced lim that 
some oue at the distance of the rear room was call- 
ing through a knot-hole, a crack, soine restricted 
aperture. 

‘’Tomasine!’? he decided, and he guessed the rest. 

The girl helpless, but ungagged, was temporarily 
alone, and despite their dual unfortunate situation 
was striving to send him a word of cheer, of direc- 
tion. ) 

“Tl hope you hear me!’’ came next. ‘‘It is Tom. 
I suppose you are tied, gagged—ohi, I hhope you hear 
ine !”? 

Clif tried to nove that terrible gag. 
like a plaster of pitch. 

Then by a supreme effort he managed to wrest up 

his hampered feet an inch or two and let them drop. 

“Ohi, I guessed it was you!’’ now followed in poig- 
nant accents. ‘‘You cannot speak? You cannot 
move? But you can listen, so listen!’ 

‘These inen are outside, ” resumed Miss “Posi 
‘Soon they are going to take’ nie away toa man 
they kuow, named Masury. ican tate Get it? 
That may come in somewhere!’ r 

“Ive got it,’? memorized helpless Clif. 
seks keeps a pause insane “ylum, I don’t know 
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108 THE KNELL OF DOOM. 


where. They are going to shut me up there. I'll 
make it lively for them !”’ 

“Vou will indeed!’ decided Clif, with heartiness. 

“As to you—oh, as to vou!’ and that seemed thie 
burdeu of svimpathetic ‘omasine’s anxiety, and. she 
paused to choke down a sob, to burrow a tear out of 
her eve, probably. 

‘““Now, listen more than ever,’’? coutinued tlie 
sare voice in the distance. ‘‘I’ve analyzed every 
word those horrid wretches have spoken. ‘There is a 
fortune, and it depends on sand. It depends on that 
place where I got the sand, too. Iamsure of it. You 
Miav vet away. You may get away first. I’m going 
to tell vou best I can.”’ 


Clif knew what she was going to tell. It was pain- 


ful, the intensitv of the moment, for as if hurried, 
as if afrail to speak loudly now, ‘Toimasine’s words 
at tines sounded like a message over a storm-swept 
teleplioue line. 

Tomasine described, and Clif memorized intently 
the route to, and the location of the place whiere 
Ward lad sent her for the mysterious bag of sand, 

“Do you hear. ‘I'rv and vive me, a hiunt,’’.was 
breathed ardently. ‘‘Roll over! Knock your eihaw. 
anvthing, but trv and tell!’ 


Clif made a secoud powerful effort again, his feet 


clumped up, clumped down, and he hoped that was 
expressive 

sut just here there was a riot of banging doors and 
liurrving foosteps in the rear room, and the pretty 
signaler was silenced. 

Her voice reached him, high-pitched and excited, 
during the rext five minutes, its accents mingled 
with gruff intonatious. 


Again silence, so dense so long, so impressive, 
that Clif traced a final definite move on the part-of 
the conspirators. 


They iad taken Tomasine away, that was evident. 
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THE apie eo OF DOOM, 


What would now a ‘the next move on tlie pro- 
ofaniine:? | | v) 

“di I was at lJiberty,’? mused Clif; ‘Show soon 
could I wind up this:affair! That asvlum, Masurv, 
that sand place. I smust not forget. .How near to 
noon ? Will Vie come in time? About eleven o'clock 
I should think. Well, I can only wait patiently and 
hope.’’ 


It was perhans half an hour later when Clif roused 


up again to listen. 

There were new sounds, but not at the rear of the 
house, tlris time. 

He could distinctly trace the rattling of alock and 
a knob at the front portal. 

Then slow, Jeavy and stumbling footsteps 
sounded. ‘. | 

It seemed asif some persons were carrying a 
heavy burden, and that they dropped it, reaching a 
door at the side of the apartment Clif was in. 

At all events, there was a dull clump. Then the 
door was unlocked and opened. 

The faintest light in the world penetrated the 
closely shuttered hall. None at all the:oom Clif was 
in. 

From contrast only could he ontline two men. 
With shifty, clumsy imaneuvers they were lifting, 
pushing a box into the room. 

‘Drop it!’ sounded a voice with a hiccough in it. 

‘fYes, geta light. Oh, botheration!”” 

The last speaker, stumbling about, tripped bodily 
across Clif. 

‘Here—here it is,’’ he spoke, uprising aud feel- 
ing along Clif’s bide with his foot. 

“Queer place to leave it!”? 

‘Oueer old coot.: Litt. Feet near vous?” 

**Got ein?” 

“Dump!? 

‘fAnd there you are!”’ 
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THE KNELL OF DOOM. 


Clif Faraday’s lieart eave a’ great jump. A thrill 
that almost paralyzed 1an through every nerve. 

He had been lifted, thrown into a box, its cover 
closed, by two half-drunken men. 

These ven were the expected agents from the 
crematory, and they had carelessly boxed in thie 
wrong party! 

In other words, liquor befuddlement had caused 
them to select the first inanimate form they. had 
stumbled upon in the darkness as si of the body 
they had been sent for. 

he box was lifted, it was caiten out of the 
house, it was shoved along the bottom of a wagon 
and Clif Faraday shriveled up as the horses started 
and he realized his possible finish. 

He was headed for the crematory. He had heard 
of 1t—ten miles distant. 

If these fellows had the management of things, if 
they kept up the drinking froma bottle he could 
hear them discussing, he might be incinerated with- 
out so much asa previous careless look being be- 
stowed on him. 

In a horrible kind of a daze Clif lay jolted, help- 
less, mute. He conld only trust that an inspection 
at the crematory might reveal the error made, rei- 
edy it ere he was shot into the great doored rooin of 
fire where a breath meant instaut annihilation. 

Clif. was exhausted, distracted, by the time’ tlie 
wavon calle to a stop. 

The cover rested not quite slut, and through a 
crack he could see that they had halted before a low 
brick building with an immensely high chinmey. 

It was the crematory. Clif choked. He felt every 
nerve writhe. Would he escape the fiery tomb that 
yawned for him ? 

‘“Here we are!’’ hiccoughed one of the men in 
the wagon. | 

The other laughed as the speaker in attempting to 
alight fell scrambling. 
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BLACKLISTED. 


“Ves, another load of ashes!’ he answered, with 
a ribald chuckte. ns 

All was over, all was Jost! Clif felt hopeless. Vic 
had come too Jate. It was all up with the nervy ca- 
det! 

At that very moment Vic had reached the house 
at which: he was to report at noon. 

He found it untenanted. He was an hour beyond 
the appointment, and Pun’kin, Nanny and Fisheake 
were with Jha. 

Vic had entered alone, found no trace of Clif, 
calle outside, and looked bothered and serious. 

The dead hound, the evidences of a struggle, 
seemed sinister. He proceeded to the nearest house. 

he people here had noticed nothing of a cadet 
about the Ward place. 

They had seen the creinatory wagon drive up and 
away again. That was all. - 

Vic strolled down the road in the direction it had 
taken, wondering-what had become of Clif. 

He paused at its turn. Then he gave a great start 
aud a stare, and those with him stared, too. 

Near a fetice, in a field, hanging from a tree was a 
scarecrow newly decorated, for its former rags lay 
beneath it. 

Cap and all, it was now arrayed i111 a complete ca- 
det costume. 

And Vic, marveling, chilled, dumbed, somehow, 
with sinister foreboding, recognized the same as Clif 
Faraday’s uniform! te 


oO ee i 


CHAPTER IX. 
BLACKLISTED. 


The wagon in which Clif Faraday had taken his 
- grewsoine tide was backed upon a planking. 
An iron door was shot upwards. Through the 


eR —erack: in the box cover he could see it ascend. 


. “s 7 j WAG “iy oY - . + - <a 3 y 

hoy a er io ot “ ‘ ey": 5 
ee ee ee mene eS Re CR ei se ee Ty Bios, 2 — ees. seit 
peor ee T: 


hat nae? 6 oh a TS eae ols ne (Ae aoe 
= ee ae ay a e . eee # ; 3 


Seqptes: - 
he a I bk aS 


oS 


— 


ee or 
SS a RS oe - 


SF PU 8 Ke 


— 
+ 


wt 


NS SO POE ERS ET pee 


ee Pe 
’ 


a erg s ae 
iat pres 
aw ro ——= 


— = : > 
~—* 


ARQ Th) I eR 


SS ee 


SS PSTN DEY PTR 
. ~~ faa 


Sh eS 


- 
a ww oS > 


112 BLACKLISTED, 


A hand truck was whieeled to the edge of the wag- 
on, and across its roller-equipped top the box was 
slid, 

Instantly the two men pulled the truck across a 
sinooth stone floor. 

“Brace her!’ ordered one, and some light tool or 
piece of iron was carelessly placed under a forward 
wheel. 

An open archway had its iron doors open. He 
could see the top of them plainly. 

From thence poured out the heat fed up through 
au iron-grated floor, beneath which was the ferveut 
fire heap that blasted, melted, incinerated. 

Just now it evidently was not up to its average 
force, sa Clif hoped for a respite. 

jut if they should shift him in there without a 
chance look! Clif felt that his discovery hung upon 
the caprice of a couple of drunken irrespousibles, his 
fate on a very frail thread indeed. 

He heard them cross the floor noisily and un- 
steadily. 

Then one of them sang out into the next room: 

“Hey, Barber!’ 

Well??? 

‘*Here’s your load.” 

‘*From Melton ?”? 

“Ward, yes."? 

“All right. Hold on. Got the papers?” 

“What papers. Wasn’t everything sent to you 
regular—order, permit, pay ?” 

“Yes, but we hav®to have the screed signed by 


_two neighbors, showing that the man expressed a de- 


sire, when in life, to be cremated.” 
“*T know that.”? 
de IY og ee, | 
“Aud thought you had it?” 


‘“Thaven’t, and so you will have to go back 
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BLACKLISTED. 


about ‘fa blank,’’ and then more clamping, unevell 
footsteps—doors opened, shut, aud Clif perspired and 
pauted in au atmosphere that was fairly sizzling. 


He lad gained a respite, but for how long? asiuak | 


good, further, was it to him? 


During four ulortal hours not a soul visited fhe 3 


room. 

He could hear movements in other ane of thie 
building. Soime one occasionally supplied the fur- 
nace with fuel; but from below. 

Finally a doot opened; who entered Clif could 
not surmise, but evidently a workman. 

Fl2 proceeded to lower a wide window, and the re- 
lief from superheated air was grateful. 

‘Hello!’ he said, ‘'that’s what became of iny 


chisel, eli?’ 


There was a jar. Clif felt it, and guessed why. 

The man had taken the prop from the front wheel 
of the truck, and had heedlessly gone from the room 
without another look or thought, for Clif heard the 
door slain. 

‘*Moving!”? ran through Clif’s brain, and his eves 
glare], fixed through the tiny crack upon the open 
archway. 

H2 could discern that there was a slant—that the 


irresponsible, negligent fellows of the wagon had 


heeded and cared nothing because they had ~ Jeft the 
truck at the mercy of the slightest current of air, 
the merest impetus. 

And now it was moving toward the arcliway, into 
the room whiere. rattling over the grating, a touch 
would ignite and then constime! 

Marcy !? pulsated Clif, and shut his eyes. 

‘What?’ ran through his mind in startled awak- 
ening, aud he opened thei. 

eae ‘sharp jar had come. He felt himself rock as in 

cradle, roll as ina jolly boat running the Jaunc!- 

ing slanut—tipping, dropping. ~ 

The truck had struck the edge of one of the iron 
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BLACKLISTED. 


doors, twisted, and over the smooth rollers tlhe box 
Clif was in had slid back with the rebound. 
The naval cadet experienced a sensation of relief. 


He was analyzing his new situation, for the box 


had dropped flat on thie floor, cover down, when a 


new commotion sounded through the apartment. 


Mistake? *“Wirere ??? “*hox, “what's: this?” 
were miniged with rapidly shifting footsteps. 

‘The box cover was lifted up. Clif’s senses swayed, 
his vision dizzied. 

“Chet! Qhf! Chf!?’ came faltering down to him 
and lower and lower like one shocked, affriglted to 
the point of swooning, Vie Rollins drooped. 

Clif had nerves of 3 eon. but they had reached the 
giving point, in the present instance. 

Heat, half-suffocation, pain, seemed to unite ina 
misty veil over the proceedings of the immediate 
present. 

- He was only half conscious of the presence of a 
startled group, of being lifted, freed, and carried 
outside. 

There on a bench he panted weakly, and vaguely 
listened to the angry recriminations passing between 
the employes of the place. 

A fatal mistake had very nearly been made. Clif 
could not exactly get at the right of it until he heard 
Vic request the men to carry their acrimonious dis- 
cussion elsewhere, as it distracted his friend. 

Then to the side of that friend Vic stole with a 
white, anxious face, as Clif braced up. 

ae Bh something,’ suggested Clif, trying to sinile 
fee! aly. 

‘Strong enough ?”? 

owe by: tobe: 

Vic recited his arrival at Ward’s former home. 

The discovery of Clif’s uniform on the scarecrow 
had been baffling, rather than enlightening. 

The farmer who-owned thie field, sought out, sim- 
ply said that he had fouid thie uniform ‘wadded into 
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BLACKLISTED. 


a bunch in lis hedge—tossed eve se! 
surmised, by lis despoilers. 

The old ruralite ‘‘ ’spised_caiets,’? was sour for 
all tine because a stray melon liad varwed lis . fe, 
and utilized the uniform as legitimate jetsam ina 
couteimptuous way. 

Vic had been fairly maddened at learning nothing 
of how the uniform came to be thrown into the 
hedge. - 

For three hours he haunted the vicinity of the 
Ward home. No one appeared. 

He alone of the cadet group hada protracted Jeave 
of absence. ‘The others were importantly due, at six 
o'clock sharp, back at the academy. 

Tuey had to leave him. Vie hung around. He 
penetrated the house again, during which visit lie 
discovered the body of the dead wai. 

He had come outside, when the wagon cc ntaining 
t ie two men froim the crematory Ou their return visit 
drove up. 

They hailed Vic. 
muddle. 

Inquiry led to complications. The men insisted 
that they had taken tle body of Ward to the creima- 
tory. 

Vic as strenuously disputed them aud proved his 
stateinents. 

Then the men began to get seared, and Vie horri- 
fied as he guessed out who tlie supposed occupant. of 
the box really was. 

A wild drive back, aud Vie had found his friend, 


In two minutes all was a wild 


barely escaped an accidental plunge into the cretaa- 


tory furnace. . 

It was alinost sunset. Slowly Clif’s nerves cam 
back to normal and his thoughts took brisk, coherent 
shape ouce more. 

It was a question what had become of the four 
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Had they all gone to convey the girl, Tomasine, 
to the private insane asylum? , | 
Had they come tothe conclusion that the Ward a 
place. was not worth scheming over—relyine rather - a 
on forcing their frightened captive to divulge the | 
Jocation of the ‘‘sand place,’?’ or trust to luck to fiud 
ap it for themselves. . 
ae _ ““Why!? spoke Vic, as Clif mentioned the name 
ie ‘“Masury’? in connection with the aslyum, ‘I kuow 
. Where that is,” 
‘You do?’ spoke Clif, eagerly. \ | 
“Yes. Happeus quite incidentally, though. One 
of the fellows referred to it in a conversation the 


other day. Has a relative living in the vicinity. “ 
Roxham—that’s the town.’? Sa 
‘*Ouly a few miles?’ a 
“Yes, but that way from the academy !’’ observed 2 


Vie, significantly, 

“What of it??? queried Clif. 

‘Have to drop further progress on this affair until 
Morning, you know, old man!’ said Vic, as if it 
was a settled matter, of course. ‘ 

“Why what are you getting at, Vic??? demanded. 
Chif, the vivid thought that the girl Tomasine was 
in peril, and he knew where, obscuring every other 
idea in his mind for the time being. 

‘*T ineau—six o’clock.”? 

Clif gave quite a start. 

‘Thats’? so.’? he murmured in a reflective way... 
*fAt the academy ?”? | 

‘OF course; von know it won’t do to take any 
risks? You have exhausted your privilege quota and 
tw» hours’ drill and report to-night mean a future 
commission. ”? 


Clif stood looking steadfastly down at the ground 
at lis feet. | 
“ There’s a new instructor in charge of the exams, be) 
too,’’ went on Vic, ‘‘Hampton. He don’t like our ; 
_ crowd any too well.”’ tg On 


“THE GOLD MINE IN THE one fs II7 


Ciif considered seriously. | Ambition pulled oue 
wav, human duty another. 

“bust time to make quarters ona brisk scurry,’’ 
advised Vices > ~ 
‘'T?ve decided,’’ spoke Clif, looking up. | a 
COW 61] 22) | | 


“That girl's life may depend on the next two an 
iy “any 
hours?” 7 


- “lat as true Clibs?? a8 | eee 
) ‘It’s that against my academy record.”’ eal 
: ‘Square?! Si 
, Then Pll take the risk! It’s in a good cause. 7 
I’d be a cad to desert her. She stuck up for me like =F 

a leroitie!’? ad a | em 

Vie looked dubious. ell 

He tovk out his watch. —- aI 

‘*Better consider, Clif,’’ he anurmured. a 

C6 : Te e a ai 

No—the git]! if 

Vic moved his finger two hours ahead on thie al 

watch dial. st) 

“Clif, vou know what it means if you are ciel at oy 

the academy then?” . | 

Clif bowed his head slowly, but with a firm-set a 

; lip. a 
‘Blacklisted !”? | 
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‘fet ime in!” | 
**No, let me out!’ 
Fila??? ae 

“Sure thing !? : “nail 

“But—— a 

“The girl’s not there !? 

It was au hour after dark, and Clif Faraday, with 
the assistance of Vic, had scored another point in the 
affair that had teld so many startling experiences for 
a Cae during erat sven by day. 
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‘*THE GOLD MINE IN THE AIR.”’ 


They had located Masurv’s private asylum at 
Roxham, and they had learned enough about its un- 
scruptilous proprietor to understand that nothing but 


diainond-cut-diaimond tactics would succeed, if they 


wished to proceed without delay. 

‘'o invoke the slow process of¥Ke law they must 
wait another day, by which time ‘l’omasine might be 
disposed of, spirited away to some new refuce. 

So, Clif decided to findscut for himself if the girl 
was a captive in the wretched jail of a place. ~ 


They had run across one of its servants. Deft ques- 


tioning and a bribe had brought out sonie very de- 
sirable information. 

Clif and Vic scaled the wall of the asylum and 
reached the roof of a one-story wing without trouble. 

They had come prepared, ana, whiie Clif watched, 
Vie had unscrewed the bars protecting a window 
looking into a corridor. 

In he had stolen, the way once open. Now as Clif 
was about to follow, he returned in vast excitement 
with che sharp annoucement that ‘‘the girl was not 


_there.’? 


“Sure you found the room?’ challenged Clif. 
‘“'The one described. ”? 

‘“Empty ?”? 

‘‘And the door open.’’ . 

‘But they may have changed her to some other 
apartinent ?” 

‘*Does that look like it ?”? 

Vic thrust before his comrade’s notice a sheet of 
paper. - 

Scrawled upon it in pencil hig enough fora person 
to read with perfect ease in the starlight were the 
characteristic words: | 

‘*You can’t keep me!?? , 

‘That settles it!’ observed Clif, a quiet twinkle in 
his expressive eye. | dae 

‘*She’s all there, Clif!” 

‘But how did she get out??? 
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“THE GOLD MINE IN THE AIR.” 


“She’s gone, that is sure, for this was tacked 
right on the tnside of the door, and its lock was 
forced. All onr ard work for nothing, you see. 

**But she deserves the effort—you can ’t deny that, 
Vie.”? : 

‘Sf don’t, but now ?”’ 


Clif did not reply. He thought out lus plans, how- 
ever, as they retraced the way they had come—uvoff 
the roof, over the wall, into the field that surrounded. 

‘“Rirst—the Ward house,’’ he submitted. — 

That point wsa made. Vic urged neither haste nor. 
leisure—did not refer again to the academy. It was 
too late for that, now. 


Vhey found no indication at the Ward place, which 
they reached two hours later, that led t'rem to he- 
lieve that it had been visited by eitWer friend or foe 

since Vic’s last call. : ; 


Clif was rather disappointed. Succeeding, how- 
ever, Came inanifest restless wneasiness. 

‘‘Tell you, Vic,’’ he said, finally, ‘Svou had het- 
ter go back to the academy.” 

‘‘Not necessary. I am due for nothing important 
as you were. If you’re contemplating an all-night 
episode——”’ 

cn | all. A: a 


Then Dm with you.’’ 
~ “Tam going down to that place whiere the girl 
was sent for the bag of sand,’’ declared Clif. 
‘Won't it keep till daylight?” 
‘*Perhaps not.”’ 
weoliiieans* 


‘“T mean,’’ explained Clif, ‘‘that the failure of 
those four fellows to return to this house looks sus- 
picious—as if they had struck another trail.’’ : 
_ “And the ‘sand place’ one tlrev appeared to regard 
as 1mpottaut ?”’ 

‘*Tinimensely so.”’ 

| ee if they have gone there ?’” 
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‘I want to be on hand to learn what secret it 
holds.’? re 

**The girl may head that way, too???. 

‘Very possibly -she is free, but I feel too deep in 
this affair to wade out now. JI will go through with 
it to the end.”? 

“Whether it turns up a million a minute, a gold 
mine in the air, or——”’ 

Or: Nothing, 


‘It’s iteresting enongh to fascinate,” observed 


Vie. ‘‘Make your arrangements. J’m with you,”’ 
‘€Good !”? 


Walking was out of the question. They could 
catch no train, taking them near the place Tomasine 
had described. 


Ata little settlement Clif Managed to secure a 
horse and acart. Soon they were on their way, 
though at a humdrum pace. | 


It was beyond midrfight when they stabled the 
tired steed in a shed by the roadside, 

The girl ‘Tomasine had given Clifa clear, succinct 
description of her jotirney for the bag of sand, and 
his partial familiarity with the country helped hin 
pilot Vic to a spot where he declared: 

‘According to her description, here is.where she 
got the sand.’’ : Fas eae 


It was two miles from where they had left the 
horse and wagon—the eid of a tugged tramp among 
rocks and past deep ravines. Rs ae 

"Yes, this is the spot!’ declared Clif. ‘A white 
(X on a rock—there! A tree with a:tin tag nailed 
over i1t—there! And see. Right here under this 
tock, as she told, she got the sand, for there are. 
marks of the earth being disturbed.” 

**It all agrees,’ acknowledged Vic. ‘‘Now youve 
verified this, it don’t seem to count much. Nobody 


seems within a hundred miles of us—least of all 
those four fellows.” 


“THE GOLD MINE IN THE AIR.’’ 


‘What bothers me,”’ said Clif, is what peculiar 

value or virtue this sand may have.’ 
“Ves, that ‘gold mine in the air!” half derisive 
suggested Vic. ‘Look aloft. ‘Ilhere’s steepness for 
you, Clif,” jokingly observed Vic, ‘‘maybe up yon- 
der——”’ | 

“Tin going up.”’ 

Oh, what for?’ 

“Tust to take a look around.”? 

‘“T don’t faucy the climb.’’ 

*SAs vou like.”? 

“(1°11 follow slowly. I don’t believe in the myth- 
ical millions, you see.”’ | 

SAT tigi? >|: 

Both started the climb, but Clif briskly in ad- 
vance. It required strict attention from eye and foot 
to scale the difficult incline, and Chf was scarcely 
conscious that he was far outdistaucing his comrade. 

Then as he got to a place wliere the point of rocks 
arose as a donie, the naval cadet became so interested 
that he forgot all save the zest of exploration. 

The brightest kind of moonlight illuminated, and 
he saw, where some rocks formed a kind of passage- 
way, that although his path ended at the sheer edge 
of a ravine, it bore marks of having been frequently 

-used. | 

Clif crept along it, looked down—foreboding dark~- 
ness warned and chilled him. 

Then a sharper peer made him stare with renewed 
interest, for spanning a brief space between two rocks 
five feet down was a plank. 

“That means something !?? murumred Clif, and he 
determined to find out what. 

He cautiously lowered himself over the ledge and 
platited his feet on plank. 

Clif found himsé in a hollowed-out space, with 
the rocks running up sheer some ten feet above his 

head, 
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“THE GOLD MINE IN THE AIR.” 


light fell broad and full across a natural rocky shelf. 

There lay tools—a shovel, a hammer. ‘I'hhere also 
rested a tin pail, and attached to it were long loops 
of stout fishcord. : 

Upon the rocks in different places—coarse, fine, 
yellow, pale amber, were little heaps of sand. 

Was this the gold mine in the air—at least the 
work-shop of the visionary Simon Ward? 

What was the pail for? Clif soon guessed. 

The plank had no utility save toact asa platform. 
That pail was used to draw up the sand from un- 
known depths below. 

Why ? 

Clif took the pail. He would lower and see how 
far down it was, atryway. 

He had begun to de so, when his eye cauglit what 
he fancied to be some white clialk marks on the 
smooth wall of the rock, directly over each little 
head of sand. 

Clif held the suspeuded pail with one hand, flared 
a match with the other. 

He was getting interested. In an instant he dis- 
cerned that a definition coherent aud elaborate ap- 
pended to each minute sand heap. 

‘‘Maguesia,’” “‘silica,’’ a score of teelinical teriis, - 
with analytical’ proportions, seemed to refer to each 
pile. 

Then, as the match went out, Clif uttered a sharp 
couiprehensive cry, : 

“Why!” he ejaculated, staring where he had 
caught two expressive enlightening words—‘‘he’s 
struck. it!” 

Struck what? 

Clif did not say, for at the marveling, the brilliaut 
mental ilnmination, he was struck himself. 

From overiead a lot of loose@@irt and rock dust 
flitted down. | 

Ouickly Clif looked up. There peered a human 
face. 2 
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- TOUCHING THE BUTTON. 


Uumistakably belonging to one of the four con- 


Spirators, evil, curious eyes regarded tie movements 
of the naval cadet. | 

‘What you at——’’ began their owner. 

He leaned farther over, and as he did so ended Jhis 
questionme ina distracted shout. 

By sheer accident he dislodged an immense bowl- 


der. = 


It came hurtling. 

Striking the plank with a shock, it seut it splin- 
tered off its base. 

The next instant, a whirling speck, brave Clif 
Faraday went spinuing to unknown depths. 


CHAPTER XI. 
TOUCHING THE BUTTON. 


Clif described a rapid and bewildering descent. 

The space was comparatively narrow, clogged. up 
here and there with vines, and his fall was broken, 
alinost staved twice. 

Then he landed, but on a frail bending perch, and 
he grazed it, caught at it, shocked to a rubberv 
swing, and clung, not knowing axeeuy what lis 
chauces were. 

Below cavernous depths offered—overhead the top 
was far beyond hope of easy reach. ‘ 

There, too, an enemy hovered, and one who 
might at any moment project a new missile to dis- 
| lodge or destroy Clif. 

What the cadet clung to was a dead root of great 
elasticity. How it penetrated here was a mystery, 
but the bowlder that had spluttered the plank had 
swept half of Nt dangling. 

Clif got astride of the main secure stem. He 


steadied by elbowing a clutch into a convenient 


cta HNiuy. 
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TOUCHING THE BUTTON. — 


Pea phys beds. ks: . 5 
unarmed into the power of the lurking desperado, 
witly comrades presumably in the vicinity. 

‘To hail or signal by voice was scarcely worth the 
trying. | | 4 

Yet with Vic’s capture, and the discovery of 
what two chalk words iad conveved to Cif in the 
workshop aloft, might come compzications essentially 

~Mavorable to tle conspirators. 

‘If what I guess isstrue,’’ soliloquized Clif, fer- 
vently, “thei Tomasine is, indeed, an heiress. No 
weapon!’? ! | 

Clif had not even a pocket knife. Vic had brought 
his uniform, recovered from the scarecrow, along 
with lim to the crematory, but the pockets had been 
rifled. | 

_ Clif’s haud, about to hopelessly abandon a search, 
tingled with a queer, sudden sensation. 

‘*Whiv,’? he saia, ‘SI remember!? 

What Clif “remembered”? was that in the wagon 
that had brought them to this neiehborlood Vie had 
thrown off his coat on account of the heat. 

When Clif led the horse to the shelter shed he had 
noticed an object under the wagon seat that had acci- 
dentally dropped from one of the pockets of the gar- 
net. 

He had picked it up, and now his fingers came 
across it, and a rash lope filled his mind. 

‘'My invention!’ Clif half smiled. - 

It had been a trivial one, in ChHf’s mind—more 
of a toy than a thing of utility. 

But now he estimated that it should serve ainighty— 

purpose, and lus face crew serious. 

Clif’s invention wasa clever device that had grown 
out of a suggestion from little Nanny. 

The diminutive plebe had insisted on having some 
signal to warn when they ran across an antagonistic 
citv crowd. 3 

Its uses, too, would be many during a recreation 
deploy or brief encampment. 
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TOUCHING THE BUTTON. 


What Clif had done was to adapt to automatic 
pressure a kind | ofa deviline. whistle. RAE a 
_ He had affixed the tube and vent ina wooden cas- 
ing that enclosed a sinall flexible rubber bag. 

At the bottom was a button, and by applying an 
intricate principle of mechanics Clif. had bulked a 
tremendously expanding force on its action. 

Pressed, it saved the use of the lips and exuded a 
scream like the whistle of a steain fire tug. Fe 

Che sound was appalling. Clif hoped it would not 
lose its efficiency now. | , 

He tried it. A thousand demons seemed chorusing 
in the holiow, vibrating void. 

‘Good!’ he commented, ‘‘now then!” 

ite 19) : 

That was Clif’s clear-cut word—shot forth on 
‘‘code’?’ principles. 

Then the rest of it—a quick, clear warning, a fief 
lint of the signaler’s peril, an imperative order to 
fly for help. 

Before he had got through, Clif felt“a stone come 
hurtling down. 


But he kept on, re-assured, delighted to know that 

lis shrill, telegraphic call had penetrated the outer 
“air. 

He squeezed close to the wall. The shower of mis- 
siles was repeated, then it ceased, and Clif dangled 

coutent and confident. 

He was so buoyed up with what he had discovered 
—the hint of those two words chalked on the stone 
wall aloft—that he passed over the miseries of an un- 
coiforttable seat and the hovering danger of a fall. 

He did not believe that any of the conspirators had 
viewed the queer work-shop. 

One hour—Clif felt pretty weary. Two hours— 
Clif bent. his head to catch vague sounds miore 
definitely, 

A spark of light showed like a star, way aloft, 
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TOUCHING THE BUTTON. 


‘fA lantern!”’ murmured Clif, ‘‘on a string, com- 
ing down to me. | 

‘He touched the button to signify that he was ‘‘all 
there.” 

Up there the echo of a glad ery rang out. 

The lantern descended in jerks. Clif seized it as it 
passed lim. | 

A rope followed. Lantern and self secured to its 
end, Clif whistled till it began to grow taut. 

Then he held on and rose up—a foot, a yard, past 
the work-shop top, over the rounding edge where the 
great rock had fallen. 

Hour men aud Vic gteeted hin—the quartette 
with the stare of inystifieation, amazement, lis fellow 
cadet on the verge of delight. 

‘*You’re safe ?’? quavered Vie. 

‘Jon’t I look it?) Have you seen anything of a 
tiayi-—one of that other four?’ 

Vie jerked his hand back down the slant. 

‘Below in the wagon, secure,’’ he briefly. ex- 
plained. ‘We ran lim down returiing from the 
town where J got these men togettier.’ 

“And his fellows?” 

‘“'Thev are asleep ina thicket just over there, vic- 
tims of the biggest jac you ever saw.”’ 

‘And the girl?” 

‘“No trace as-yet.”’ 

Clif took command now. It was simple:what he 
waited done—the four conspirators locked up safely. 

Vie had pronrised the men a dollar apiece for four 
hours of their time. 

Clif doubled the offer, and made them sure jailers 
of the captive conspirators. 

It was.just dawn when Clif woke upa man to 
whom he had been directed asthe owner of the 
saud place. | | 

That individual smiled and shook lis head nega- 
tively as Clif put a question: 

“Don’t own it now,’’ he said, 
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“How 1s that??? } 

‘*Sold it a month ago, the whole reach clear back 
to the river, to a nan from Melton.’ cae Het 

‘*Ward ?”’ insinuated Clif. 

‘Ward, it was.’ 

‘“Deeded it ?”? 

‘*And deed recorded at county seat hiere.”’ 

“Ali! that is how the four conspirators got onto 
the localitv,’? murmured Clif. 

“What did he want it for??? asked the former 
owner. ‘‘Kxpect to find gold among tliose old 
rocks???’ 

‘‘About as age ’» nodded Clif, carelessly. 

CCF], 2»? ft th 

Ves? 

‘“What do you mean, Clif?’’ pressed Vic. 

‘‘f mean just what Isay. It’s all right now, for 
the title was in Ward, and of course ‘J'omasine in- 
herits. Ward was no visionary at all. He was look- 
ing for aud he found—a deposit of yellow chrome.’? 

Vic knew what ‘‘vellow clirome’’ was, in a vague 
wav. In a definite one, he uuderstood that there were 
only three places in the world where it existed, and 
one was Maryland. 

He further comprehended that its use in artists’ 
colors, glass manufacture aud cotton goods factories, 
mmade it a decidedly valuable commodity. 

The sun was just rising when a forlorn but plucky 
figure caine trudging into view along the road Clif 
and Vic were just returning. 

It was Tomasine, and she smiled till all the rugged 
landscape seemed to soften, as she recognized her 
hero preserver, safe and sound. 

“Tin here!’ she observed, brightly. 

‘““Vou are, but a little late: Si nodded baek Clif. 
‘We've settled things.” 


And Clif told her how. The claim of ae Alleged 
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der the threat of a vigorous prosecution in a court of 
law. | 

The authenticity and richness of the chrome de- 
posit Clif had fully exploited after two hours’ con- 
versation with a mineralogist who happened to be in 
the adjacent village. 

‘*So, you go to mv friends in Anngpolis an heiress 
quite!’? observed Clif, and pretty ‘Tomasine looked 
happy asa lark. 

She had an humble, honest adinirer making a for- 
mal call—dressed in lis nattiest—almost before she 
had time to get fully acquainted with warii-hearted 
Bessie Stuart and charming ‘l’ess Herndon. 

It was Pun’kin, and he told Clifon his return to 
the acadenty: 

‘*T said there was lots in that girl!” 

How much, really, Clif knew a few davs later. 

He had been ‘‘blacklisted,’’ for rules were rules, 
aud he had chosen betwixt ambition and duty. 

But, somehow, becoming aware of Clif’s nable sac- 
tifice in her behalf, pretty ‘omasine had v sited the 
commandant. 

In her resolute, inperious, captivating wav she 
had shown the grave superintendent that somethings 
in life are of nore merit than strict discipline. 

And Clif Faraday took a personal examination, 
and remained what he had alwavs beeu—leader, hero 
aud favorite of the cadets of Aunapolis Naval Acad- 
ely. = 


[THE END. ] 
The next book will contain ‘*The Search-light 


Eve: or, Clif Faraday’s Signal Corps,’’ by Ensign 
Clarke Eitch, U. S. N. 
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